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“PROCEED TO CAMERON!” 


ERGEANT JIM THORNE of the Royal Cana- 

dian Mounted Police stood outside his home 
and watched the postman become a small, dis- 
tant object against a brilliant January back- 
ground of blue skies and snowy fields. The next 
moment he turned to the pile of letters in his 
-hand and began to shuffle them. At the third, a 
familiar, long, official envelope, he paused and 
exclaimed, “So it’s come at last!” Then, noticing 
the postmark—Aklavik—the Mounty whistled in 
surprise and tore open the flap. 
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The short whistle made Silver Chief, the great 
gray dog beside him, prick up his ears and await 
a further signal to action. For once his master 
paid him no attention: Thorne was too deeply 
concerned with the contents of the letter. Signed 
by the District Chief Inspector at Aklavik was 
one brief message. It read: “Proceed at once to 
Cameron River Post to patrol district.” 

Jim Thorne’s brows knotted in a frown. He 
could not believe his own eyes. A second, then a 
third time he read the sentence. Of all the things 
he had expected Headquarters to write him, an- 
other job in the Hudson’s Bay country had been 
furthest from his mind. 

For several months he had been here at home 
in the Laurentians with his wife, Frances, and 
their boy, Donald, enjoying his first real vacation 
in years. In the last affair with the murderer 
Laval, Thorne had been badly burned, and the 
medical chief at Headquarters had ordered him 
to take a long period for rest and recovery. Here 
in the peaceful hills above a small lake, the hard, 
exciting life of the man hunt had seemed far 
away, and for a time he had felt no great desire 
to return to it. 

Old-timers had warned him often that nobody 
could keep up the strenuous pace of the Mounted 
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Police for many years. Then, too, airplanes were 
now being used in the North to do many of the 
important errands once left to Huskies and a 
sledge. This was a good time, Jim felt, for him 
to retire from the Force and enter civilian life, 
where two or three worthwhile positions had 
already been offered him. On jobs where a Gov- 
ernment officer with a dog team was still needed, 
some young fellow, he argued to himself, could 
take over Jim Thorne’s share of adventure. 

As his strength returned, he had felt less satis- 
fied about his plan for the future. All the world 
was at war, and Canadians everywhere were 
volunteering for service overseas. Each day Jim 
realized more clearly that he could not settle 
down comfortably at home while other men 
fought and died for freedom. Finally reaching a 
decision, he had written to Headquarters asking 
permission to retire from the Royal Canadian 
Mounted Police and enlist in the Army. 

That had been a month ago. Until today no 
answer of any sort had come to the letter, and 
this note did not even mention his request. With- 
out one word of explanation, he was being or- 
dered out on a routine police assignment in the 
Hudson’s Bay district. Puzzled, Thorne frowned 
again. He had never been given a job with so 
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little information about what was to be done. 
Ordinarily, simple patrol duty was assigned new 
recruits. There must be real trouble of some sort 
around Cameron, otherwise the “Old Man,” as 
the Chief Inspector at Aklavik was known to his 
subordinates, would not have asked for someone 
with a sergeant’s rank and experience to cover 
it. In that case, why weren’t there more details? 
Well, there would probably be plenty of them 
awaiting him in the mail at Cameron. 

Slowly Jim turned to the dog beside him. 
“Chief,” he said, “it looks as if we’re going to take 
the trail again. I suppose the Government knows 
better than I do where a man can be of most use.” 

As if understanding this speech, Silver Chief 
straightened and made a soft, rumbling sound 
in his throat. Smiling, his master thumped him 
on the back, and they started up the slope to the 
house. 

“There’s one thing about this job, old fellow,” 
Jim continued, “we'll work together. In the Army 
I’dhave had to leave you behind, and you wouldn’t 
have liked that one bit.” 

_ Two days later Sergeant Jim Thorne and the 
Chief were speeding on an express train across 
Canada toward their new destination north- 
west. 
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Thorne was by nature a man of action. When 
a case was assigned to him, all he asked for were a 
few cold facts. With these clear in his mind, he 
went straight ahead and let nothing interfere 
with the job in hand. This unswerving determina- 
tion in the face of hardship and difficulty had 
gained him rank and reputation on a force fa- 
mous all over the world for courage and achieve- 
ment. 

Had the Chief Inspector sent him to Cameron 
for the definite purpose of tracking down a dan- 
gerous criminal, Jim would have started off 
without a worry; instead he was uneasy. On the 
trail puzzling complications merely challenged 
his wits, but when a job began-as blindly as this 
one, it bothered him. Had he guessed that it was 
to prove one of the most baffling of his career, 
he would have felt much worse than he did. 


The small trading post on the bank of the Cam- 
eron River bore the same name as the waterway. 
This settlement consisted of the store and about 
twenty cabins. In winter, half of these, belong- 
ing to trappers out working their lines, were 
closed. So were three others, two of which had 
been deserted by their owners and one that was 
always held in readiness for Government Police 
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use. The rest of the log houses were occupied by 
families of married men. 

Late in the spring each year a number of In- 
dians pitched tepees on the outskirts of the com- 
munity and remained there until fall for the 
business of exchanging skins, meat, and fish for 
store supplies and equipment. 

The trading-post building was the largest; and 
the lean and lanky trader, Bill MacDonald, the 
most important man in a good many miles. His 
store was crowded with foodstuffs, camping 
equipment, guns, harness, traps, and rope—all the 
usual merchandise to be found in a northern out- 
post. One small partitioned room with a stoutly 
padlocked door held a small pile ef skins. These 
had been brought in early by trappers needing 
emergency supplies. By summer when all the 
winter’s catch would have been exchanged, this 
small room would become a temporary storehouse 
for fur treasure worth its weight in gold. 

The Post was the center of other activities. 
Here mail was loaded and unloaded by the visit- 
ing postal sledge. Men who came in after hard, 
lonely weeks of living in the bush made straight 
for the store, as hungry for the companionship 
to be found there as wolves for food in midwinter. 
When talk grew dull, the small radio in the corner 


/ 
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furnished entertainment. The set, which was for 

both receiving and sending purposes, gave the 

listeners the feeling of being closely linked with 

the outside world that otherwise was so far dis- 

tant. 

, With MacDonald lived Danny Hughes, veteran 
/of a thousand winter treks. Danny had long since 


/ slogged his last mile beside a swaying dog sledge, 


but his mind continued to dwell in the vigorous 
past when he had roamed Canada’s Northwest 
Territory. The old man considered himself an au- 
thority on everything which had to do with this 
district and never failed to express opinions 
freely. He and MacDonald argued all of the time, 
but the two were close friends and would not have 
known how to get along without each other. Like 
most men of his time, Danny had spent money 
freely and saved little for later years. Around 
the Trading Post, though, there were plenty of 
chores, and the old fellow independently earned 
his keep by doing these. 

One January afternoon as dark was falling, a 
heavily loaded sledge drove up to the store. The 
driver jumped from the runners and, hurrying 
into the building, asked Bill MacDonald, “Is there 
a doctor anywhere around here?” 

Surprised, the trader shook his head. “Doc 
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Wallace won’t be comin’ from Aklavik on rou- 
tine inspection for another month or so. Far as 
I know, there’s nobody else in a hundred miles.” 
Then he added, “What’s the matter?” 

Giving his name as Frank Blaine, with a min- 
ing claim about thirty miles to the southwest, the 
stranger explained that he was on the way to 
Aklavik with his wife and child to catch a 
steamer bound “outside.” The day before on the 
trail the wife had been taken sick and was now 
much worse. Since she could not stand trav- 
eling the remaining sixty miles to Aklavik, 
he wondered if they could find shelter here. 

In the frozen North men grow hard in the bit- 
ter, unending struggle to outwit the weather and 
make a living. Yet nobody can be kinder or more 
generous when others meet with misfortune. This 
was true of the Cameron people with the Blaine 
family. At once an empty cabin was opened, 
heated, and the sick woman put to bed. The few 
women in the village took turns nursing, but in 
spite of all that they could do Mrs. Blaine died the 
following day. 

By noon a week or so after the funeral, Jim 
Thorne, driving the last lap of the journey by 
dog team, arrived in Cameron. He was given a 
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By noon Jim Thorne arrived in Cameron. 
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hearty welcome by the group of men hugging 
the stove in the store. Bill MacDonald and Danny 
Hughes had been the Mounty’s friends for years, 
and from previous assignments in this district 
he had become acquainted with a number of 
others. 

“What wind blew you in here, Sergeant?” 
Hughes asked in greeting. 

Flinging aside his parka, Thorne answered 
with a grin, “I just came down a little early for 
the summer season in this resort.” 

A weather-beaten Scotsman chuckled, then in- 
quired drily, “An’ which hotel are ye patronizin’, 
Officer ?” 

“The same as usual if it’s not too crowded.” 

Since this referred to the closed Government 
cabin, the group guffawed. “Nae, ye’ll no find it 
o’ercrowded,” continued the Scot, “I can promise 
ye that!” 

“Goin’ to be with us a little while, Jim?” Mac- 
Donald questioned. 

Thorne nodded. “Long enough to make some 
routine patrols. Have you had a quiet winter 
down this way?” he asked between puffs on a 
cigarette. 

“Quietest in years,” Mac replied. “Weather’s 
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been so bad nobody’s had a chance to get into 
mischief.” 

“The North ain’t what it used to be, Sergeant,” 
Danny Hughes broke in. “In my time it took 
more’n weather to keep a man from blowin’ the 
lid off once in a while.” 

“Don’t expect a policeman to complain when 
things are quiet, Danny,” Jim replied. “We’re not 
so fond of work as that.” Turning to MacDonald 
he added casually, “Got some letters for me?” 

“Not a thing, Jim,” said ‘the trader, “but the 
mail’s due again the end of the week.” 

Although taken back by this reply, Thorne gave 
no sign. Instead, he answered a number of ques- 
tions about the war and other things of general 
‘interest. Later when he went out to his team, one 
of the men exclaimed, “That’s a fine-looking lead 
dog you’ve got there, Officer.” 

“You’re danged right it is,” exploded Danny. 
“That’s the best dog in the Northwest,” and with 
that he was off on a long tale about Silver Chief’s 
history and adventures. 

Thorne smiled at the old man’s enthusiasm and 
drove off toward the cabin he was to occupy. Find- 
ing no word from the Chief Inspector had dis- 
turbed him. Well, perhaps there hadn’t been time 
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for it to get there, and Andrews, the postman, 
would bring something along the end of the week, 
Until then he would have to be satisfied to settle 
down quietly in Cameron. 
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A STRANGE AGREEMENT 


HAT same night, as Thorne stood over the 

& stove in the police cabin, cooking his evening 

meal, Silver Chief rose, bristling, from his place 

on the floor and growled ominously. Jim listened 

in silence, and almost at once there was a knock 
on the door. 

“Come in!” the Mounty called. 

The heavy log door swung in slowly and a 
stranger appeared. “You're Sergeant Thorne, 
they tell me,” he began. 

14 
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When Jim nodded, the other went on, “I’m 
Frank Blaine, and I’ve come to ask a favor.” 

Thorne pushed the food back on the stove to 
keep it warm. “Sit down,” he invited. “Now what 
is it?” 

With few words, Blaine told of his recent loss. 
Then he went on, “I’ve decided, Officer, not to head 
for Aklavik. I never did want to go outside—that 
was my wife’s idea. Now that she’s gone, I plan 
to go back to my claim. I’d have started before 
this if it hadn’t been for the girl. She’s just eight, 
and I can’t have her with me in winter, for there’s 
nobody to keep a fire going in the house while I 
work.” He paused and Thorne waited, wonder- 
ing what was coming next. “When I heard this 
afternoon that you were going to be in this cabin 
for a while,” Blaine went on, “I wondered if you’d 
let her stay here with you, Sergeant.” 

Jim stared at him. People often made peculiar 
requests of the Mounted Police, but this was as 
strange as any he had ever heard. His first im- 
pulse was to refuse. Then he thought, probably 
the poor fellow’s so upset by his wife’s death he 
doesn’t realize what he’s asking. Blaine was in 
a bad spot, sure enough. He had no doubt already 
tried to get one of the Cameron housewives to 
look after the little girl and been turned down. 
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The few women in plates like this were mostly 
half-breeds who were always overworked, and 
whose small, rough cabins were crowded to the 
limit by their own families. On the other hand, to 
expect a policeman to tie himself down to such a 
job certainly took nerve. 

“How long?” Jim questioned abruptly. 

“Depends on how long you'll be here, Officer.” 

“My time’s always uncertain.” 

“If I could have until it warms up in spring— 
say in May,” Blaine went on slowly, as if in 
thought he were already back working the claim. 

A silence followed. Then the Mounty said flatly, 
“Tl have to think it over until tomorrow.” 

Blaine thanked him, said good-night, and 
left. Alone, Jim served his food and ate slowly. 
Ever since his arrival he had been busy with 
chores: cleaning and heating the cabin, storing 
supplies, and looking after his team. Now all he 
wanted was to get this food inside him, fall into 
his bunk, and sleep. Tonight he was too tired to 
bother himself with Frank Blaine’s queer prop- 
osition. The first thing after breakfast he 
would slip over to Mac’s and check up on this 
stranger. 

It was almost noon the next day before he 
sought out the cabin where Blaine and his daugh- 
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ter were staying. There he got a real surprise: 
Frank Blaine might be only a rough prospector, 
but watching his child, who was named Patricia, 
Thorne realized that the dead mother must have 
been very different. Against the cruel back- 
ground of the North the little girl looked helpless 
and out of place. Dark curls framed the soft 
childish face like a velvet cap, and her large 
brown eyes glanced up shyly and seriously into 
Jim’s own. 

Without a word from his master, Silver Chief 
walked over to Pat, as her father called her, and 
sniffed gently. The next minute the child was run- 
ing her small fingers through the dog’s thick coat. 
In that instant they became friends, and if Jim 
had needed any further persuasion, he now had it. 

Turning to the father, he said, “I suppose you 
know you’re asking a lot, but I'll give it a try 
until April, if I’m still here. No later, mind you, 
so remember to be back on time. If I have to leave 
before then, I’ll get word to you somehow.” 

Before nightfall small Pat Blaine was comfort- 
ably settled in the police cabin. She made no great 
fuss about her father’s departure, except to stand 
for a time at the window looking wistfully after 
him. The lonely little figure tugged at Jim’s heart. 
In an effort to make her forget the parting he 
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called, “Pat, what do you think of having your 
room in this corner?” 

For the next hour Jim busied himself putting 
up low shelves and hooks for Patricia to use in 
washing and dressing. When her few things had 
been neatly placed, he hung a blanket over the 
opening, then set about preparing food. 

Young as she was, Pat had been taught to be 
helpful. She carried things to the table, helped 
stack the dishes, and after playing with the dog, 
went to bed. 

Afterwards Thorne lit his pipe and wrote a let- 
ter to his wife, telling her that he and the Chief 
were now temporary guardians of one small girl. 
He could imagine Frances smiling over this ar- 
rangement, for she had a warm heart for strays 
and outcasts; she would probably want him to 
bring the youngster home with him when his job 
was finished. 

Silver Chief rose suddenly, stretched, and 
rubbed against his master’s knee. Jim turned 
and scratched him between the ears. “Old boy,” 
he said with a grin, “I don’t know just what I’ve 
let us in for this time, but I suppose you and I can 
handle it together.” 

In the weeks that followed this proved true. 
Thorne had no reason to regret that he had prom: 
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ised to look after Pat Blaine. She caused him lit- 
tle extra work, and having her to think about 
helped to take his mind off the puzzle presented by 
this job. Now that both father and mother were 
gone, the child turned her affections to “Sergeant 
Jim,” as she called him, and Silver Chief. The 
dog was very gentle with her, and they promptly 
became close companions. Soon Cameron grew ac- 
customed to the unusual sight of a pretty little 
girl and a powerful sledge dog running up and 
down the narrow trenchlike paths and tumbling 
in the drifts. 

As MacDonald had predicted, the postman 
came again at the end of Thorne’s first week in 
the Post, but brought no mail from Aklavik for 
the Mounty. Jim sat down immediately, wrote 
a long letter to the Chief Inspector, and sent it off 
by return post. 

Since he could not hope to hear from this until 
the next mail, he made in the meantime two short 
patrol trips of a day each. These resulted in noth- 
ing of interest, and when an answer arrived at 
last from the Old Man, Jim was more bewildered 
than ever. This communication gave him to un- 
derstand that the Chief Inspector could supply 
few definite instructions at present. For the time 
being, Thorne was expected to see that everything 
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was in order in the district and to keep his eyes 
open for any strange or suspicious happenings. 

Jim studied this letter gravely. He had the un- 
canny feeling that the Old Man was trying to give 
him information that he dared not put on paper. 
There was something very peculiar about the 
whole Cameron affair. If, for instance, the Chief 
Inspector could not give one of his own experi- 
enced men a clue to a situation, what was going 
on at Headquarters? Was somebody higher up 
running this show down here? Since Canada’s 
declaration of war, Government Intelligence and 
the Royal Canadian Mounted had been working 
together. Perhaps this quiet backwoods section 
was the scene of something so important that 
the matter could not be discussed safely either 
by mail or wireless. If that were the case, why 
hadn’t the Old Man asked him to run up to Ak- 
lavik, only sixty miles away? Covering the dis- 
trict with no idea what trouble to look for might 
turn out to be a real job, far more difficult than 
the original order had led him to believe. In po- 
lice work things had a way of breaking loose when 
least expected, and whatever it was that faced 
him, Thorne made up his mind not to be caught 
napping if he could avoid it. 


4 


ii 
Qy] 
yf 


ny 
AY : ss 
AMAA X te 
h ANG XY Rave aN 
\' sy A HN 
Naek 
r 





\ 


ONS 
\ 
\ : 
X 
f \ 
\ 
Y Oy Widens 
\ a\\ \ cnt 
\ \ , ( ah i) 
AN Xs . A inet 
\ \ Yes \ i) 
\ \\ REN 
\ \ ®. Seay 
. . : : , 
\ NNN ; 
SOV RANA : vi 
AY 


Ill 





| 
\ 
NG sit 
\ 


QRS 


S SECRET 


THE STORM’ 


OWN from the Polar Sea the north wind 


driving frozen needles of snow 


pounded, 


D 


against the Trading Post. As if furious at being 


windows, 


> 


the gale tore at doors 


denied entrance, 


? 


but without success. The stout 


log store had been built to withstand Arctic 


storms, and the three occupants 


and chimney pots 
\ Danny, and Thorne, 


MacDonald, 


were too familiar with bliz- 


> 


\ 


zards to pay this one special attention. Only Sil- 


ver Chief, stretched full 


length on the floor, 
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seemed to listen carefully to each shrieking, ter- 
rifying blast. 

A crackling fire painted the big iron stove 
cherry-red, and an oil lamp suspended from a 
rafter swayed with each impact of wind on the 
walls. This spread a warm glow over the center 
of the room and cast grotesque shadows into the 
farther corners. 

Sitting on the counter that ran the length of the 
room, Bill MacDonald swung his long legs and 
drew thoughtfully at an evil-smelling pipe. Across 
from him, Jim relaxed in the only comfortable 
chair and felt thankful that he was not on the 
trail tonight bucking this storm. Hughes stood 
with back to the stove and soaked heat into his 
enarled old frame, much as a parched field drinks 
in a shower, while he argued with MacDonald. 

Recently one of the Cameron trappers had lost 
his lead dog and bought a new one. ‘“Tom says he’s 
the best Husky he’s ever driven,” Mac had just 
remarked, and that set Danny off as usual. 

“He howls too much! No Husky worth his 
weight in harness is noisy.” 

“Watched this one work yet?” Bill asked. 

“Ton’t have to! Anybody knows a good work 
dog hasn’t breath to waste. When he does, he 
ain’t workin’ !”’ 
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The trader stuffed more tobacco into his pipe 
bow] with a thumb the color of a walnut. Lighting 
up, he questioned between puffs, “What about 
timber dogs? They’re good workers, yet I’ve’ 
heard them how! plenty.” 

“We—ell,” the older man admitted grudg- 
ingly, “timber dogs are like men. They get so 
lonesome in the woods they have to talk to them- 
selves. What’s more, they’ve wolves for neigh- 
bors, an’ you know well as I do, when dogs hear a 
wolf pack, they answer back. It’s the wild strain 
in’em comin’ to the surface.” 

By this time Danny’s back had become uncom- 
fortably warm and he turned to face the stove. 
Stooping, he rubbed his knees, and the glow from 
the fire made his wrinkled cheeks look like worn 
brown leather. 

After a moment of silence he went on, “Trouble 
these days is there’s too much playin’ and pettin’ 
goin’ on—ruin any dog—even the best. A Husky’s 
got to be one or the other, pet or worker—it just 
ain’t in him to be both.” 

MacDonald’s eyes twinkled. Exchanging mis- 
chievous glances with Jim, he exclaimed mock- 
ingly, “And you say that, man, in the same room 
with Silver Chief!” 

At the sound of his name, the dog’s ears 
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twitched. He rose with a noiseless grace that be- 
lied the power in shoulders and flanks, and moved 
to Thorne’s chair. There, pressing a cold muzzle 
against his master’s outstretched hand, he looked 
up inquiringly. 

For a few seconds the three men eyed the ani- 
mal, then Danny retorted, “You ought to have 
better sense than to think Silver Chief’s any 
proof, Mac. He ain’t a real Husky to begin with, 
and Thorne knows a lot about handlin’ dogs. ’m 
talkin’ about the ordinary variety of sledge dog.” 

Jim entered the argument for the first time. 
“Danny, Mac’s just trying to get under your skin. 
He knows most Huskies can’t stand very much 
petting, but they all like some of it. It’s been my 
experience that the way a dog acts tells a good 
deal about how he’s been treated. Give the aver- 
age sufficient food and a little kindness and he’ll 
work until he drops. Beat and starve and over- 
work him, and before long he’s mean and vicious 
as they come. For all that the Chief’s part wolf, 
attention has never seemed to spoil him.” He rose 
and stretched. “I think I’ll go home and turn in. 
Pat’s in the cabin alone, and if she’s not asleep 
this gale may scare her a bit.” 

“Mebbe youre right, Jim, but I doubt it. Seems 
to me she’s got a good deal of nerve for a little 
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The dog moved to Thorne’s chair. 
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tyke,” replied MacDonald. “You might expect a 
young ’un left like her would carry on a lot.” 

“Tt’s good she doesn’t,” Thorne said, drawing 
on parka and mitts, “since she’s having to look 
out for herself early in life.” Then he added 
slowly, “Soon as this storm blows itself out, I plan 
to hit the trail again on patrol duty. This time I 
may be gone several days. Danny, would you mind 
looking after the fire at the cabin and sleeping 
there at nights?” 

“Why don’t you bring her over to stay with 
us?” MacDonald interrupted. “If you’re goin’ for 
several days, she’ll be better off here. Danny al- 
ready thinks he’s her guardian Number Two. 
Next thing you know he'll be stumpin’ the prov- 
ince telling people how to raise children.” 

Danny snorted at this speech. “Of course, Mr. 
MacDonald, ye’re not the least interested. That 
picter book you sent for is for the Chief here 
to read, I s’pose, or are you buyin’ it for me, per- 
haps?” 

Listening, Jim Thorne laughed and said, “Well, 
thanks for the offer anyway. It takes a load off 
my mind.” Then adding a cheerful “So long,” he 
went out into the night, with the dog at his heels. 
In that moment of opened door a flurry of snow 
pushed in and the flakes seampered madly across 
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the floor. MacDonald sat still and watched these 
melt. in the heat. 

The fire was Danny’s chore, and the old man 
now shook the grate and began to stuff the stove 
with solid chunks, to last until morning. “Thorne’s 
a good chap,” he said suddenly, adjusting drafts, 
then slapping dust from his hands. “There ain’t 
many men would’ve been willin’ to help Blaine 
the way he’s doin’. What keeps me guessin’ is 
why they sent him down here now.” 

“Search me!” replied the trader. “I don’t believe 
Jim himself really knows. Of course the police 
always have to keep some things secret, but Jim 
don’t go round makin’ mysteries out of nothing, 
and certainly not with old friends. Yet he acted 
queer when I sounded him out the other day. Said 
the Inspector at Aklavik had simply told him to 
patrol the Cameron District for a while. That 
- might mean fur stealing or anything.” 

“Fur stealing? Think we wouldn’t have heard 
something about that?” broke in Hughes. “Did 
you ever know a trapper to keep quiet about a 
robbed line?” 

“Not after the first skin disappeared,” Mac 
said dryly, then went on, “I have a feelin’ some- 
how this job’s bigger’n fur stealing.” 

“Well, there ain’t no other trouble a man can 
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get into down here excepta fight, andI ain’t heard 
o’ nobody bein’ murdered.” 

“That’s what I keep tellin’ myself,” Mac replied, 
“but Headquarters didn’t send one of the best 
Mounties in the force down here to play ring- 
around-a-rosy.” He yawned. “The only thing to 
do is wait and see.” 

Hughes sat down and began unlacing his moc- 
casins. “Any way you look at it,” he said after 
a moment, “Frank Blaine ought to be thankful.” 

“Yep! Lucky thing for him and for little Pat, 
too. Nobody can be tougher than Jim on a man 
hunt, but he’s sure got a soft spot for children 
and dogs. You know,” he added, moving toward 
their sleeping quarters at the rear, “I’ve never 
been able to figure out how Blaine could go off 
and leave the little girl here with strangers. 
Maybe losing his wife that way upset the fellow 
more’n we thought.” Undressing, the trader 
crawled in between blankets. “Come on to bed, 
you old fossil,” he said in a lighter tone, “and if 
you start snoring tonight I’m goin’ to toss you 
out on your ear.” 

“W ouldn’t mind lettin’ me know ahead of time, 
would you?” Hughes jeered. Then returning to 
their previous talk, he said, “Mister, if you ask 
me, Blaine worried more about his claim than 
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anything else. Talkin’ about the place bein’ rich 
as Klondike or Kirkland Lake! Told me he’d never 
have left it if his wife hadn’t kept tormentin’ him 
about the child needin’ playmates and schoolin’. 
If ever I saw a man with ‘prospecting fever,’ it’s 
Frank Blaine, and when that gets a good grip 
on you, nothing else matters,” he finished. 

In another five minutes both men were sound 
asleep. 

Meanwhile Thorne and Silver Chief had pushed 
for a hundred yards or so through blinding snow 
to the police cabin, and entered. While Jim threw 
off outer garments, the dog moved over to a bunk 
at the side of the room and gently prodded its 
occupant with his nose. Satisfied that all was well 
there, he then dropped to his haunches and 
stretched out in comfort. 

His master lifted the lid from the stove and 
added fresh wood. At once the log chunks crack- 
led into bright flame. The open draft door spot- 
lighted the bunk where Pat lay sound asleep in 
a nest of deerskins. Glancing at the small flushed 
face, Jim felt a wave of pity sweep over him. The 
thought of his own child in such a situation as 
hers made him shiver, and Donald, a rough and 
ready boy, was much better fitted to meet hard- 
ships than this youngster. 
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Qui¢tly the man turned away, finished attend- 
ing to the fire and went to bed. Sometime in the 
future, he determined, when there was nothing 
more important to do, he would look up that min- 
ing claim of Blaine’s and see for himself whether 
it was worth anything. If Pat were to have any 
kind of decent life, it seemed likely that somebody 
beside her father might have to keep an eye on 
her. His last thought as sleep overtook him was 
a hope that the storm would wear itself out to- 
night and permit him to start on patrol duty after 
tomorrow. 

On the floor Silver Chief dozed in comfort, his 
brain alert to every unusual sound in the dark 
world of wind, snow, and sleet just outside the 
cabin. In dogs, hearing is many times keener than 
in man, and scent far sharper than hearing. The 
great wolf-dog’s senses were particularly strong, 
but even his were handicapped now by distance, 
storm noises, and the familiar odors of the closed, 
heated cabin. Outside on a clear, quiet night, scent 
or instinct might have conquered distance for 
him and led the animal to explore the river bank 
farther down. Had he done so, the missing piece 
to the jigsaw puzzle that was Jim Thorne’s pres- 
ent job might have been found at once and saved 
both master and dog a long and painful chase. 
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SILVER CHIEF LOCKS A CLUE 
IN MEMORY 


URING the night the storm blew itself out, 
and when Thorne arose the gray sky gave 
promise of clearing later. After opening the fire 
and starting breakfast to cook, he caught up a 
shovel and, with Silver Chief at his heels, stepped 
out on the small cabin porch. Then he dug through 
a high-banked snow to the shed and looked after 
the eight team dogs. 
32 
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When he re-entered the cabin, the Chief dashed 
in beside him, and running over to Pat’s bunk, 
nudged her with his muzzle. Drowsily the child 
ignored this signal for rising. 

Snuggling down under the cover, she begged, 
“Go ’way, Chief! Go ’way!” 

The dog, who had first learned this game with 
Jim’s son, gave his victim no peace. When she 
made no move to get up, he caught the slippery 
deerskin in his teeth and pulled it to the floor. 
The next minute Pat, exposed to the cold room, 
tumbled out of bed. 

“Good morning, young lady,” called Thorne in 
greeting. “Get your basin and I’ll give you some 
warm water.” 

Yawning, and rubbing sleepy eyes, the little 
figure obeyed. Then she carried the filled basin 
carefully back to her special corner of the room. 

“Ts it still snowing, Sergeant Jim?” she called 
out while dressing. 

“No, but it’s too cold to play outside this morn- 
ing. Perhaps by noon the weather’ll warm up a 
little. Now come get some of this hot porridge 
and bacon in you!” 

When breakfast was finished, he said, “My first 
job is to dig us out. The postman’s due and he’ll 
spend the night here with us.” 
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At once the child’s face lighted eagerly. “Will 
he bring me a letter from my father?” 

“T can’t promise that, but I have a feeling,” he 
went on mysteriously, “that Soapy will have 
something or other for you.” 

“But there’s nobody else to send me anything.” 

“You just wait and see!” 

The child seemed lost in puzzled thought, and 
Thorne told himself that if Frank Blaine didn’t 
write his lonely little girl somebody ought to 
wring the fellow’s neck. Well, there would be a 
package for her, at least, for Jim had given An- 
drews money on the last trip to pick up a toy or 
a doll in Aklavik. 

“ ‘Soapy’ is a very funny name,” Pat said sud- 
denly. 

Jim smiled. “He got that when he was young 
and a bull cook over at the mines at Great Bear 
Lake.” 

The child looked interested but puzzled, and 
the Mounty explained. “A bull cook, Pat, helps 
the head cook peel potatoes, set table, and wash 
dishes. When Andrews did the dishes, he used 
more soap than water. The men soon nicknamed 
him ‘Soapy,’ and it’s stuck to him ever since. He 
wasn’t much good in the cookhouse, but the North 
doesn’t have a better postman.” 
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After lunch, when the mail had still not come, 
the officer began to wish that he had not raised 
the child’s hopes ahead of time. Each day, in order 
to keep his team in top condition, Jim harnessed 
them to the sledge and gave them a routine run 
of about two miles and back. Since he was start- 
ing on a journey in the morning, there was no 
need for that this afternoon, and he had plenty 
of work here to keep him busy. Pat loved these 
rides, though, and it might take her mind off the 
mail if he let her go alone. 

“Pat,” hesuggested suddenly, “now it’s warmed 
up a bit, how would you like to exercise Silver 
Chief for me?” 

“You mean me and the Chief all alone, Ser- 
geant Jim?” she asked in surprise. 

“Just you two! Get your things on while I har- 
ness him.” 

A few minutes later, bundled in furs, the little 
girl sat on the sledge. 

“Remember what I’ve taught you about driv- 
ing, and don’t stay long,” the Mounty counseled. 

She caught up the reins. Struggling to make her 
childish voice sound as deep as a man’s, she 
cracked the whip in the air and ordered to Jim’s 
amusement, “Mush, Chief! Hike! Mush!” With 
one slight tug at the harness, the dog pushed 
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forward across the white expanse of snowy 
plain. : 

After watching them for a moment, Thorne 
turned and went into the cabin. There he began 
to sort supplies and equipment for his trip. By 
half-past two the packing was well under way. 
In another hour darkness would close in on this 
frozen world. Going outside to the shed where 
meat was stored, he chopped off great chunks of 
frozen venison and fed the other team dogs their 
evening meal. 

Meanwhile Pat and Silver Chief reached the 
end of their regular run and came to a halt. At 
once the dog dropped in his tracks to rest. After 
a few minutes he looked back at his small mis- 
tress for the word to turn homeward. The next 
instant the hair along his backbone stiffened. 
He rose, strained forward, and sniffed. 

“Lie down, Chief!” the child ordered. She was 
thoroughly enjoying this first experience at driv- 
ing alone, and had no wish to hasten its end. 
Snuggling down in the fur robes, she began to 
plan what she would do tomorrow when Sergeant 
Jim left and she went to stay at the store. 

The dog had paid no attention to her command. 
The air was teasing his nostrils with a scent un- 
usual to this lonely place without a cabin in sight. 
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For the moment he could find no answer to the 
puzzle, and, until he did, the animal, with every 
sense alert, would continue standing ready for 
action. 

About two hundred yards away the half-frozen 
men who had buried themselves in snow for 
warmth did not realize that the dog already 
sensed their presence. Their first thought on the 
sledge’s arrival was that the man they had bribed 
to help them had finally returned. When the 
sledge stopped and the driver sat still, this hope 
began to fade. They were weak from hunger and 
exposure, and with every passing minute the de- 
sire to sleep became harder to fight. This new- 
est disappointment seemed unbearable. 

There a short distance away was a sledge, a 
Husky, and warm furs. To each of the desperate 
men, it seemed to offer salvation. Could the driver 
be persuaded to help, as that other had done who 
found them in the storm? Or would they have to 
kill him to keep him from raising an alarm? From 
this spot he did not look very large, but the way 
people up here bundled in furs made it hard to 
guess size accurately. If they had to shoot him, 
that might cause trouble when the other man 
returned. But suppose the other did not return? 
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Suppose he did not think the rest of the money 
worth the risk of finding them food and shelter? 
If he stayed away long enough, they would freeze 
to death, then he could return and help himself 
to what they had. 

Trying to save breath, they discussed the mat- 
ter in short, painful whispers. Swiftly they 
reached agreement on three things: this was too 
good an opportunity to lose; they would approach 
the driver together; later they would decide 
which one of them should benefit from the affair. 
With an almost superhuman effort they began to 
dig themselves out of the snow. 

During the next two or three minutes that 
had passed while the hidden men thought and 
planned, Silver Chief had not once relaxed. To 
the strange scent had been added the sound of 
men’s voices. He stared in their direction and 
suddenly saw a figure crawl out of the snow. The 
figure rose slowly to its feet and, after a time, 
was joined by another. They began to stagger 
forward. 

In all the routine runs to this place, the dog 
had never met a man. To have men crawl from 
snow seemed even stranger than the first fact. 
He longed for his master, for some sixth sense 
warned him of danger. At such times it was his 
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custom to stand and fight. Had Thorne been pres- 
ent, he would have released the Chief from har- 
ness and together they would have faced these 
men. Today, though, the dog felt weighed down 
by responsibility. The child had been trusted to 
his care and she must be returned safely to the 
cabin. Some instinct said, “Go home! Go home! 
Go home!” 

Lost in her own thoughts, Pat had neither 
heard nor seen the strangers. When she had fin- 
ished the subject of what to do at Uncle Mac’s 
store, she began to mumble all the terms used in 
driving a team. This would be a good time to try 
them all on the Chief and find out how good a 
driver she was. Her small gloved hand caught up 
the whip. Before she could crack it in the air, or 
give an order, Silver Chief swung the sledge 
around and dashed in the direction of home. 

This unexpected start almost upset the pas- 
senger. Regaining her breath, she managed to 
eall, “Whoa, Chief, whoa!” 

For once the animal did not obey. Having 
caught the sound of a shot from the rear, he 
merely increased speed. Behind him the frus- 
trated men watched the prize on which they had 
laid such hopes disappear from view, and saved 
their remaining bullets. Now they were tortured 
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by a new fear. The driver had seen them and 
raced off to give the alarm. Unless their helper 
returned at once, they were doomed for certain. 
They had no way of knowing that the driver was 
not aman, but asmall eight-year-old girl, nor that 
the dog and not the driver had decided when to 
leave. 

When Silver Chief raced up to the police cabin, 
the spruces, which at midday were blackly sil- 
houetted against the gray sky, had now begun 
to merge into the gloomy background. Rosy with 
cold and completely ignorant of the peril she had 
just escaped, the child called out excitedly, “Ser- 
geant Jim, the Chief came home so fast, the sled 
almost upset.” 

“What got into you, old fellow?” Jim asked the 
dog. “You didn’t see a wolf, did you?” 

Pat answered for the animal. “We didn’t see 
anything, but after we started home, we heard 
a noise. It sounded like a gun.” 

“Probably some trapper hunting his supper,” 
Thorne told her. “Now you run inside while I put 
things away.” As he loosened the leather gear, 
Jim noticed that the dog seemed unusually rest- 
less, but his master had no more idea than Pat 
how close both the child and Silver Chief had 
been to death. Had the men touched the child, 
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the animal would have defended his charge sav- 
agely; handicapped by harness and sledge, he 
would certainly have lost the fight. 

A few minutes later the officer hurried into 
the cabin. “Young Lady,” he said, “Soapy has 
just driven up to the Post. I’m going to put coffee 
on, then go over to help unload. Soon as we've fin- 
ished [ll bring him back here for grub.” 


Outside the store the community crowded in 
excitement around the mail sledge. Every dog in 
the settlement was howling its welcome to the 
newly arrived team, and men got in each other’s 
way as they carried the sacks inside. In such dis- 
tricts as this, postal deliveries, the chief link with 
the outside world, did not come so frequently as 
in towns. Even those lonely souls who knew from 
long experience that the sacks held no letters for 
them awaited Soapy Andrews’ arrival with eager- 
ness, for in winter most of MacDonald’s supplies 
came by mail. 

To the waiting child the business at the store 
seemed to take hours, but at last the two men 
stamped into the police cabin with Silver Chief 
beside them. 

“Hello, Pat!” Soapy said in greeting, as he set 
a package on the table and began peeling off his 
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furs. “My, but that coffee smells good, Jim! ’m 
hungry as a bear after a winter’s hiding. Some 
storm I ran into yesterday—much worse back 
there than you seem to’ve had here. Thought I 
wasn’t going to make Cameron today. Glad I did 
though—I’m always sure of good grub with you. 
Well, guess I’d better attend to business before 
I do anything else.” He stopped talking and 
reached for the package. 

Andrews was a big, heavy man with a body 
toughened by exposure to stormy weather. A 
thick beard almost covered his florid face and 
gave him a rather fierce expression. Only when 
he smiled could the good humor and kindliness 
be seen that won him friends wherever he went. 

“This package,” he began again with a twinkle 
in his eye, “is addressed to Miss Patricia Blaine. 
Anybody here know a young lady of that name?” 

“That’s me, Mr. Soapy,” Pat answered shyly. 

“Well, so it is, so it is!” he said, as if greatly 
surprised, and handed her the parcel. 

The child turned it over in her hands wonder- 
ingly, and after a minute Thorne reached out 
and helped her untie the string. Wrapped care- 
fully within a pasteboard box was a small doll 
with golden hair and blue eyes. At once, with a 
motherly gesture, Pat took it in her arms and 
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began gently to stroke its hair. Before this time 
she had owned only a rag doll made by her 
mother, and had never even imagined one like 
this. Satisfied by her pleasure, Jim caught An- 
drews’ glance and smiled his thanks. Toys of any 
sort were scarce in the Hudson’s Bay country, 
and the postman must have done some real hunt- 
ing to find this one. The little girl had not yet 
mentioned a letter, and before she could ask 
whether her father had sent the package, Thorne 
hurried to the stove and said, “Chuck will be 
ready in a few minutes, Soapy. If you want to 
wash up, now’s the time to do it.” 

Not until Pat had taken her new treasure to 
bed and Andrews was also asleep, did Jim find 
time to give serious consideration to his own 
affairs. On receiving his letters at the store he 
had read them hastily. Those from home would 
go with him on the trail tomorrow. The com- 
munication that troubled him was another cryp- 
tic message from the Chief Inspector: “Impor- 
tant to consider everybody under suspicion.” 

What under the sun had got into the Old Man 
lately? Consider everybody under suspicion of 
what? This was certainly one blind job. Every- 
body might mean Bill or Danny or Doe Wallace 
on routine health inspection of the district. His 
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eyelids suddenly flew wide open. It might even 
mean kind old Soapy sound asleep across the 
room. 

At this rate, if I run into trouble I won’t dare 
to count on anyone, Thorne said to himself. Well, 
that had happened plenty of times before. A 
Mounty was trained to work alone, and in emer- 
gencies Silver Chief was equal to another man. 
Policemen always had to suspect the innocent 
until the guilty had been caught, but he didn’t 
like having to keep a watchful eye on old friends. 
The next minute he punched his pillow and 
turned over. All he needed was a good night’s 
rest, and he was going to get it. 
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“MEBBE SIX, MEBBE SEVEN” 


ONG before daylight Thorne sat down to 
breakfast with Pat and Soapy Andrews. 
The child was still too delighted with her doll to 
eat much. Even the fact that Sergeant Jim and 
the Chief were going away and that she was to 
stay at the store took second place in her thoughts. 
“Too bad you’re not hanging around another 
hour, Jim, until I get things loaded up at the 
Post,” Andrews said as he finished. “We could 
go part way together on the Aklavik trail.” 
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Instantly the officer’s mind was on the alert. 
To keep from answering at once, he lifted his cof- 
fee cup to his lips and drank slowly. Why was 
Soapy so sure the patrol duty would be along the 
Aklavik trail? There was an equally good route 
northwest into the bush, and Jim had not yet men- 
tioned to anyone which one he planned to follow. 
Was it because the postman had broken the way 
from Aklavik coming in yesterday afternoon, and 
therefore supposed any driver would prefer that 
to the other? Perhaps he had some reason for 
wanting a member of the Mounted Police to stay 
off the northwest road, or had he made the re- 
mark hoping Thorne would hurry ahead on the 
Aklavik trail and be out of the way? 

These suspicions probably had no foundation, 
Jim told himself, but he made up his mind to hang 
around the extra hour and see for himself 
what was loaded on the postal sledge. To use 
the Aklavik trail part way was no great incon- 
venience. If he did not want to stick to it, there 
were several places where he could turn off 
the road and cut across country to the other 
route. 

“You know,” he said, finally, setting down the 
empty cup, “I think I'll take you up on that and 
tag along.” 
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“Fine! Fine!” was the reply. “T’ll go over now 
and look after the team. By the time I get that 
done, Mac will be ready with his stuff.” 

From long practice, Thorne moved swiftly 
about the remaining chores. His sledge had been 
loaded before breakfast. He cleared away the 
dishes and killed the fire. After harnessing the 
dogs, he bundled Pat and her few belongings on 
top of the load, swung the heavy door to, and 
pushed the hasp peg down firmly through its 
staple. 

When they drove up to the Post, Soapy, Danny, 
and Mac were just beginning to haul out mail 
sacks. All the villagers who had no pressing busi- 
ness elsewhere drifted gradually up to the sledges. 
This double departure of postman and police- 
man would be the high moment of Cameron’s 
day. 

Little Pat, cuddling her new doll, attracted 
much interest, for she looked very different from 
the other children in the settlement. Watching, 
Thorne said to MacDonald, “Looks like you’re go- 
ing to be popular these next few days.” 

Mac smiled dryly. “I s’pose so. Danny’s been 
fussin’ around all mornin’ like a hen with a new 
brood of chicks. You’re takin’ an awful chance 
leavin’ the youngster with two old child-spoilin’ 
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bachelors. ... By the way, Jim,” he added, 
“when do you expect to be back?” 

“Can’t say, Mac,” Thorne replied cautiously. 
“Depends a good deal on the weather, of course. 
You know how it is.” 

Whether he did or not, MacDonald had to be 
satisfied with this answer. Either Jim Thorne’s 
changed, the trader thought to himself, or his 
present job is even queerer than I thought. 

Half an hour later the two teams surged for- 
ward, accompanied by a clamor of good-bys, 
whip-cracking, and howls from the dogs left be- 
hind. Soapy’s sledge was first in line, and Jim ges- 
tured him to keep the lead; otherwise the Ser- 
geant would soon have left his companion far 
in the rear. Andrews had a heavier load, and 
while his team was one of the best to be found, 
no lead dog in the district could equal Silver 
Chief in speed. 

For the next five or six hours they drove over 
the frozen white crust. In all that time the post- 
man made only one stop. In the North, loneli- 
ness forced men to gather together in small 
communities, such as Cameron, whenever pos- 
sible. Single cabins were usually occupied by In- 
dians or trappers out for a winter’s work, and 
such people received little mail. 
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Jim’s only job for the time being was to hold 
in his team. He kept a tight rein and let his mind 
dwell on the task before him. There had been 
nothing suspicious about Soapy’s actions at the 
store, nor about any of the other men’s, so far 
as he could tell. The mail sacks seemed to hold 
just regular stuff, and for personal use Andrews 
had bought only a tin of tobacco, explaining that 
his supply was running low. 

Thorne was just about ready to write Soapy 
off the list of possible suspects, when the other’s 
team abruptly came to a stop. 

“What’s the matter?” Jim called out. 

“This gear is pullin’ on the middle dogs and I 
might as well fix the lines right now.” 

“Need any help?” 

“No, thanks. You go on, Jim. See you next trip.” 

With a wave of the hand, Thorne swerved his 
team and passed the other. Several miles farther 
on there was an Indian cabin. He planned to look 
over every place on the way, and stopping there 
would also give him the chance to see whether 
Soapy used more time than necessary for adjust- 
ing gear. 

Dogs announced his arrival, and as soon as he 
knocked, a squaw opened the door a crack. At 
_ once her beady eyes noted below the parka the 
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blue trousers with yellow stripes that were part 
of the Mounted Police uniform. Alarmed, she 
called a few guttural sounds over her shoulder 
to someone else, and a stocky man took her place 
at the door. 

“What white policeman want?” he asked 
gruffly. 

“Hot water to make tea,” Thorne told him. 

“Water not hot.” 

“Yll wait for it.” 

Grudgingly the door was swung more widely, 
and the officer entered the dirty, crowded room. 
Several children, an old grandmother, and a lit- 
ter of Husky pups all watched his approach 
with apprehension. Jim sat down on a crude 
bench, lit a cigarette, and held out three to his 
host. 

Many Indian cabins were filthy, but this was 
worse than most. The air was sickening from 
the odor of drying skins, greasy bodies, and food 
in a pot that the squaw was now busily stirring. 
She had already put on water in an iron kettle, 
and Thorne made up his mind to see that the stuff 
boiled hard before he used it. The window slits 
were glazed from years of smoke, but he had no 
need to look out—his team would let him hear 
when Andrews drove by. 
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“What’s your name?” he suddenly asked the 
Indian. 

“Tom Eagle’s Nest.” 

“Been here long?” 

“Four great snows.” 

Thorne slowly exhaled smoke. He was lucky 
to find an Indian who spoke this much English. 
His own knowledge of their lingo was limited to 
common expressions in half a dozen dialects. 

He eyed the pile of skins and asked, “Just come 
in from your line?” 

The other nodded. 

“How many men back in there?” 

Tom Eagle’s Nest hesitated before answering. 
“Mebbe six, mebbe seven.” 

Thorne’s interest sharpened. Since this Indian 
had been here four years, he knew well enough 
exactly how many trappers were working his 
district—there was no guessing about it. How 
to persuade the fellow to tell more was the prob- 
lem. The cigarettes had made him talk this much, 
but if he thought the officer was trying to pump 
him, he would shut up like a sprung bear trap. 

Jim finished his smoke, forced a yawn, and 
stared at the kettle. A thin steam was rising from 
it. In another minute or so there would be no 
excuse for staying longer in this shack. 


54 THE RETURN OF SILVER CHIEF 


“Anybody sick around here? Doctor Wallace 


wants me to let him know.” 

Tom Eagle’s Nest shrugged his shoulders. 
“Nobody say.” 

“T’ll ask at the other cabins. Who’s out in the 
bush?” 

The Indian named six trappers, two of his own 
people and four white men. 

“That’s six. You said maybe seven. Who’s 
seven?” Thorne asked and yawned again to give 
the effect of being bored by this business of ask- 
ing routine questions. 

The impassive face never changed expression. 
“Tom not know. Mebbe man, mebbe spirit. See 
tracks, not moccasins, not snowshoes.” 

“Leather boots?” 

“Mebbe.” 

“When?” 

“Day before storm.” 

“Where?” 

“Water boiling,” the Indian replied, as if he 
had not heard the last question. “Policeman make 
tea here?” 

“On sledge.” 

So that’s the end of the conversation, is it? Jim 
said to himself, and reached for the hot water. 
As he did so, the dogs outside sounded their warn- 
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“Tom not know, mebbe man, mebbe spirit.” 
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ing of an approaching team. That meant Soapy 
was on his way and in good time. To make sure, 
he stepped to the door and looked out. There was 
no mistaking the post sledge. 

Fifteen minutes later Thorne turned his team 
and went back to the spot where he and Andrews 
had parted. There were no signs of other tracks. 
This was proof that the postman had met no one 
and that the halt had been, as he had claimed, 
merely to fix gear, and was not prearranged. For 
the time being, the officer could put doubts about 
one friend, at least, from his mind. 

He now cut abruptly across country into the 
bush. This course would keep Tom Eagle’s Nest 
in the dark for a few hours about Thorne’s move- 
ments. Indian “grapevines” carried news fast. 
By tomorrow every redskin and half-breed in 
this neighborhood would know that a member 
of the Royal Mounted had come by, and on what 
trail he was traveling. Before that time, he hoped 
to surprise a few of them. 

Warmed by tea and food, Jim rode the runners 
and let the Chief set his own pace for the team. 
On receipt of that last puzzling message from 
the Inspector, the officer had increased his food 
supplies for the trip. It was a good thing, too, for 
this patrol was going to take longer than he had 
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first expected. Now that the storm had wiped 
out all tracks, his work would be much like hunt- 
ing for a needle in a haystack, and particularly 
so when there was no description of the needle 
to guide him. He had learned one thing from 
Tom, though—this assignment had nothing to 
do with fur stealing, unless the theft had 
occurred on the Upper Cameron. Most Indians 
were given to few words, and usually they re- 
fused to discuss anything with a white man. It 
was different when lines were robbed. Then they 
expressed themselves fully and freely and lost 
no time before doing it. 

Thinking over that conversation in the cabin, 
the Sergeant smiled dryly to himself. Tom Eagle’s 
Nest might believe that a spirit wore leather 
boots for trekking up here in midwinter, but Jim 
Thorne certainly didn’t agree with him. Such 
footgear meant a white man—a white man who 
was a stranger to the North. No old-timer would 
move five yards without snowshoes. For that 
matter, snow as deep as this would make walk- 
ing without “webs” impossible for any distance. 
Who had tried to do the impossible was the first 
thing for him to find out. 
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HREE days later a baffled Sergeant pushed 

through growths of spruce along a stream. 
He would follow this last trapping line on his 
list until he met with its owner, Pierre le Brun, 
or, as everybody called him, French Pete. The 
small, wiry Frenchman was one of the few men 
around Cameron that Thorne had known be- 
fore. Pete kept a clean cabin, and that meant a 
decent night’s rest for the officer and his team. 
The trapper liked to talk, too, and if he had seen 
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a stranger lately, he would not hesitate to say 
SO. 

In spite of these encouraging facts, Jim had 
very little hope of gaining any information. Since 
leaving Tom Eagle’s Nest, he had used every 
means possible to learn something more about 
the boot tracks. The effort had been useless. If 
the trappers, white or Indian, knew anything, 
they were keeping the knowledge to themselves. 
Occasionally an Indian found great sport in fool- 
ing a white man, a policeman in particular. Per- 
haps the statements made by Tom Eagle’s Nest 
had been for that purpose alone. 

Darkness was falling when Thorne drove up 
to Pete’s small winter shack. The Frenchman 
was out feeding his three team dogs. At their 
lines trappers kept the smallest team possible in 
order to save food supplies. Three Huskies were 
sufficient to carry a man back to Headquarters 
at the end of the season, or in case of illness. If 
his catch proved too great a load for the light 
team, he could go home, get extra dogs, and re- 
turn to what had been left behind. 

As the Chief, with the rest of Thorne’s team, 
dropped flat before the cabin, Pete’s Huskies 
made up in noise what they lacked in numbers. : 
The Frenchman hurried to greet Thorne. 
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“Come in, Sarzhan’, come in! You are jus’ in 
time to eat. Two days ago, I ’ear Sarzhan’ on 
patrol. I say, ‘Pierre, two, t’ree days, maybe he 
come by ’ere. Must have good souper dat night.’ 
Today I roas’ fresh deer meat an’ feex big pot 
onion soup lak ma mére she make when I was 
boy.” 

“Sounds good to me, Pete,” Thorne replied, al- 
ready starting to unharness the team. “T’ll be 
ready before you know it.” 

After the meal, Pete got out his mouth organ 
and played tunes that ranged from the old 
voyageur songs to more modern ones heard over 
MacDonald’s wireless. When he paused to breathe 
deeply and wipe his mouth, the men talked about 
many things, including Silver Chief’s last ad- 
venture. 

“He one fine dog,” the Frenchman said admir- 
ingly. 

“You know Tom Eagle’s Nest?” Jim asked ab- 
ruptly. 

Pete nodded. 

“When I stopped in there the other day he told 
me some wild tale about finding boot tracks be- 
fore the last storm. I think now he was just try- 
ing to see if I’d be interested in such news and 
go on a wild-goose chase.” 
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Pete took the harmonica from between his lips 
and stared at Jim. “So—o!” he said slowly, “dat 
was no dream.” 

“What?” 

“Day before storm, I come in from lines late. 
Down along reevaire bank, I see track. Dat not 
strange, no—mos’ trappers cross ice down dere. 
Den I look some more; between tracks funny 
breaks in snow crust. I say, ‘Pierre, dose funny. 
Look lak somebody wear boots. What fool wear 
dem in deep snow?’ Dat night storm begin. Nex’ 
day she too bad to go out. I feed dogs, go back to 
bed. Dream I fly long trip in airplane, go beeg 
town, sells skins for much monee. I wake up an’ 
laugh at dream. After while, I remember track. 
I say, ‘Pierre le Brun, where you get dose track? 
Same place you get dat airplane an’ all dat monee. 
Certainement, you have crazee dream!’ Maybe 
not crazee, n’est-ce pas?” 

Thorne had been drinking in every word the 
Frenchman said. So Tom Eagle’s Nest had not 
been trying to fool a policeman after all. 

“Where did the tracks lead, Pete?” 

Pete shrugged his shoulders expressively. 
“Back in bush, Sarzhan’. I no see ver’ far.” 

“Think they had come across ice, do you?” 
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“Perhaps! Mebbe jus’ follow reevaire bank. You 
look for somebody, Sarzhan’?” 

Jim laughed, to throw the other off the scent. 
“Tf some white man’s fool enough to trek in boots 
up here in January, I may have to take care of 
a frozen corpse. Explaining that will be much 
easier if I know where he came from. How about 
playin’ that last tune again?” 

Pete wiped his lips with the back of his hand 
and lifted the harmonica. Thorne listened with 
only part of his mind. Some tenderfoot stranger 
had come to the Cameron district in midwinter 
without necessary equipment. Was he alone or 
had he companions? And what was his business? 

Next morning Thorne left Pete’s early. He had 
intended returning to Cameron straightway. In- 
stead he started out on a wider circle of the sec- 
tion just patrolled. With great care, his own sup- 
plies could be stretched to last another three days. 
If the dogs’ meat ran low, a few hours of hunt- 
ing would take care of that. 

Exactly one week after driving off with Soapy 
Andrews, the Mounty returned to Cameron. The 
extra patrolling had yielded no results of any 
sort, and he had gone over every inch of the 
section with the utmost care. Of all the people he 
had met, only two men—one Indian and one 
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French-Canadian—had seen or thought they had 
seen a newcomer’s tracks in the snow. Even these 
two agreed with all the others that they had seen 
no one who might have made the tracks. As far 
as Thorne could learn, the only stranger in the 
district that winter was a fifteen-year-old girl 
from outside who had come to stay with her sick 
sister, a trapper’s wife. She was hardly the one 
for whom the Royal Canadian Mounted Police 
were searching. 


Small Pat Blaine greeted both Jim and Silver 
Chief affectionately on their return to the Post. 
Mac and Danny seemed unwilling to let their 
young guest leave. 

While the child was getting her things together, 
MacDonald said, “You can go out and stay just 
as long as you want to, Jim. Danny makes the 
best old-maid aunt you ever saw.” 

Hughes screwed up his face. “Mebbe so, but, 
Sergeant, it’s Mr. MacDonald here that sits up 
nights worryin’ what to write for next. Games 
an’ colored hair ribbons an’ candy an’ blamed if 
I remember what all. Better build a lean-to on 
the police cabin to take care of the young ’un’s 
loot when the next mail brings it.” 

Bill MacDonald’s eyes twinkled as he struck 
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a light to his pipe. “Well, at least I didn’t get up 
two or three times a night to see if she was 
covered warm enough.” 

As usual Jim Thorne laughed at the two of 
them. Back in the cabin he found that Pat al- 
ready had some of the loot of which Danny had 
spoken. The trader had given her a small sewing 
kit with scraps of material from bolts of calico 
and gingham to make the new doll more clothes. 
Men like these who had no womenfolk to look 
after them soon learned to patch holes and sew 
on buttons. But these doll dresses made by Pat, 
under supervision from Mac and Dan, were cer- 
tainly wonderful to behold. Jim found it hard 
to control his laughter when Pat showed them 
to him, though he had to admit he couldn’t have 
done any better. At the first opportunity he would 
suggest that they hang the sign, “Dressmaker,” 
on the Trading-Post door. Pat herself was com- 
pletely satisfied with the results, and she spent 
most of her time dressing and undressing the doll. 

It was plain that the toys and the visit to the 
store had both been good for the child. She 
laughed much more often and hummed little 
tunes to herself while playing about the cabin. 
Watching her, Thorne could not help wondering 
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what sort of life she would have when her father 
took her up to the lonely mining claim. 

The weeks passed. During that time the Mounty © 
set out on frequent patrols and became increas- 
ingly familiar with the country around Cameron. 
No matter where he went, everything seemed 
quiet and peaceful. He had never known any dis- 
trict to have as little excitement. For once the 
officer wished that trouble might break out some- 
where in the section and perhaps give him a real 
clue to what was doing. 

This game of “Blind Man’s Buff” was getting 
his wind up. It was now past the middle of Feb- 
ruary, and in all this time he had learned only 
one small item that might be used in a report 
to Headquarters: Early in January, on a day pre- 
ceding a blizzard, two men had seen tracks that 
looked as if they were made by someone from 
outside wearing leather boots, instead of moc- 
casins or snowshoes. No, they had not seen the 
wearer. For almost two months Sergeant Thorne 
had been running around in circles wasting sup- 
plies and time looking for this stranger or for 
anything else unusual that might be found. Had 
the men really seen the tracks? Well, that was 
what they had said. One was an Indian who 
thought a spirit might have done it; the other 
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was a French trapper with plenty of imagination. 
Thorne squirmed as he pictured the men in the 
' Aklavik office reading this report. For the first 
time in his life he was on the verge of going per- 
sonally to Headquarters to admit that he could 
make no headway with an assignment. 

Then unexpectedly one morning Pierre le Brun 
drove in from his lines to Cameron. 
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A SMALL BLACK BOOK 


T THE Trading Post French Pete’s business 
was to buy a new trap. The spring on an 
old one was worn out. He had been trying thriftily 
to make it last the season, but all of his attempts 
to repair it had been useless. In the past week 
two different foxes had managed to free them- 
selves when caught, and their skins if perfect 
would more than have paid for a new trap. 
Pete had not been in to the settlement since 
Christmas, and he had two months’ catch to turn 
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over to the trader for credit. When the skins had 
all been valued and recorded in MacDonald’s 
book, the little Frenchman made his purchase 
and added to it a few staple groceries. Then for 
an hour or so he sat beside the wireless and lis- 
tened to a program of music, and later the news. 
This was not encouraging. France lay crushed 
beneath the German conqueror’s heel, and her 
chances of regaining freedom seemed far in the 
future. Pete was a veteran of the first World 
War. He was past the age for serving in this one, 
but he worried about the conflict much more than 
most of his neighbors. 

Another customer or two now entered the 
store. After a few minutes of talk, Pete picked 
up his package and went out. Instead of direct- 
ing his team back toward the bush, he went 
straight to the police cabin. The thought of mak- 
ing this call on Thorne had lent excitement to 
the trapper’s life for several days. Stepping up 
on the porch he knocked firmly on the door. 

Thorne swung it open and seeing who his vis- 
itor was welcomed him cordially. “What are you 
doing down here today, Pete?” he inquired. 

The little man explained about the trap. For 
a while they discussed things of general inter- 
est, including the war news that had just come 
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over the air. Pat and Silver Chief were out play- 
ing, so the two men were alone. Finally Pete got 
down to business. 

“Sarzhan’,” he began, “wen you left mon 
cabeen, I no forget dose track. I walk down de 
place on reevaire bank, but all lak new; no track 
any kin’. I geev up. Yes’day, I go ovair lines, I see 
fox geet away from old trap. He put up fight, 
dat fellow. All aroun’ snow ees mess up. Me, Iam 
ver’ mad wid dat trap—dees second catch, it lose 
me. When I pick up to take to cabeen, I see small 
dark spot in snow.” He reached inside his shirt, 
pulled something out, and passed it to Thorne. 
“Dees, Sarzhan’,” he finished dramatically. 

Jim looked at the object in his hand. It was a 
slim, black, cloth-bound book about two and one- 
half inches by four in size. He opened it curiously 
and found that the first two thirds of the lined 
white pages were neatly covered with script, 
German script. He could not read a word of it, 
but from the way the pages were spaced and 
headed he felt certain it was a diary. And what 
was a German’s diary doing in Cameron district, 
where to his personal knowledge there had been 
no German for years? 

Pete also recognized it for what it was, and 
was asking himself the same question, Thorne 
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knew as he caught the trapper’s glance. “It be- 
long to one of the Boche, Sarzhan’, n’est-ce pas?” 

Jim nodded, then without much hope he asked, 
“Can you read any of it?” 

“Me? non! I nevaire student, Sarzhan’. Fran- 
cais, yes—a few words Anglais—no more.” 

“How did you know this was German?” 

“I was born in Alsace—when I was small fel- 
low see German every place, in shops, on walls,” 
he answered simply, then as if the memory were 
hateful, he muttered a word under his breath. 

Thorne knew a deep satisfaction. This little 
book might lead to anything. For the first time 
he felt absolutely certain that Tom Eagle’s Nest 
and Pete had seen the tracks of which they had 
spoken. Tomorrow morning he would start for 
Aklavik with his find and have the Old Man put 
the office translator to work. 

Only one thing troubled him now—Pete, as 
well as he, knew it was German. Well, there was 
nothing to do but trust the trapper to keep the 
secret. This he proceeded to explain. 

The little man listened and seemed to take on 
a new dignity. “Nevaire fear, Sarzhan’,” he said. 
“When I fin’ book I say, ‘Pierre, you no can fight 
dees war—perhaps de good God, he fin’ dees way 
to let you ’elp.’ ” 
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Thorne stretched out his hand to grip the 
other’s, then in a lighter voice said, “You must 
stay and have grub with us. I can’t make onion 
soup like you, but I can stir up eggs with the best 
of them.” 

At that-moment Pat came in with the Chief 
and was introduced. While Jim cooked, Pete 
played his harmonica, and the child listened with 
delight. Soon after they had eaten, the guest left, 
and the Mounty began at once to prepare for 
the run to Aklavik. 

Two days later he walked into the Chief In- 
spector’s office and told his story. The Chief In- 
spector listened intently until the account ended. 
Then, turning the book over in his hand, he said, 
“Jim, if this is what I hope it is, even Ottawa 
will be interested. Now to find out!” 

He pushed a button and within a few minutes 
the official translator was at work on the book, 
giving a running account of what was read. After 
the first page or two the Chief Inspector sud- 
denly thumped the desk with his fist and ex- 
claimed, “That’s it, Jim, that’s it!” 

Thorne was still in the dark as to what the 
other meant. The diary had been started in an 
Internment Camp for Nazi prisoners, and the 
first third of the contents was what any home- 
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sick captive in a strange land might have written. 
Then abruptly the subject changed to one more 
important: the possibility of escape. 

From that moment, the two listeners never 
took their eyes from the translator until he had 
finished. When he left them, taking the book with 
him to make a complete written translation, the 
Chief Inspector turned to Thorne. 

“Jim,” he began, “that’s the story the Govern- 
ment’s waiting to hear. Last year when those 
other Nazis broke out of camp, it didn’t take very 
long to recapture them. This time it was different. 
These two disappeared without a trace. One day 
they were there and the next they weren’t. No- 
body seemed to know when they got away from 
the camp—nobody saw them afterwards as far as 
Intelligence could discover. 

“It was just as if the earth had opened up and 
swallowed them. The higher-ups made the de- 
cision to keep just as quiet as the Nazis. They 
let no word of the escape leak out, not even in the 
camp. There they just bluffed the other prisoners 
into thinking those fellows had been taken away 
for special questioning. Outsiders never knew a 
thing. Since the job had been managed so smooth- 
ly, there was no telling who had been working 
with them. And that was what had to be learned. 
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“When they called in the Force to help, they 
demanded that no orders go out, even in code, 
by wire or post. I, for one, objected. I said my 
men weren’t used to working in the dark. I might 
have saved my breath. Those communications 
you got from me were dictated.” Here he paused 
to chuckle. “I could just imagine what you 
thought when you received them. It wouldn’t 
have surprised me to see you walk in any day.” 

Thorne grinned. “I came pretty close to it, at 
that.” 

After a minute the other resumed, “Well, now 
we know from that diary the two worked alone, 
sharing plans with no other prisoners. On the 
outside, the fact that they could both speak Eng- 
lish well was what helped most.” He paused 
again. “Funny they should have come our way 
and landed in the Cameron district. They’re being 
hunted in every part of Canada.” 

“Where do you suppose they’re bound for?” 
Thorne asked suddenly, adding, “certainly not 
much farther north, where they’d land in the 
Arctic Circle.” 

The Old Man’s eyes narrowed. “Well, the diary 
shows that they have this Northwest Territory 
correctly mapped out in their minds, even if they 
didn’t put down where they planned to go. That’s 
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where they were smart. I’m surprised they wrote 
as much as they did. Maybe they thought no one 
in Canada could read German script. As I see it, 
one of the greatest weaknesses of the Nazis is 
thinking everybody else is stupid.” He paused to 
point to the large map of the territory above his 
desk. “As for going farther north, Jim, you’ve 
got to remember that while they know what a 
map says, they have no real idea what to expect 
in weather. You and I do. We think no man in his 
right mind would try to travel up here in winter 
without perfect equipment and supplies. These 
fellows didn’t even have snowshoes. That’s proof 
enough. Of course, by this time they may be sick 
of snow and ice and already headed southwest.” 

“You mean toward the Pacific Coast? Even if 
they ever arrived there what good would it do 
them?” 

“Not much, I hope. But they may have some 
wild plan of meeting up with some of their allies, 
the Japanese.” 

“Where?” Thorne asked. 

“Probably across the United States border. 
There are a good many Jap farmers in the Pa- 
cific Coast states, and since Germany and Japan 
are Axis partners, they doubtless have spies in 
those Japanese settlements.” 
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“But how would they ever get across the 
border, when both we and the United States are 
watching every foot of land?” Jim wanted to 
know. 

The other grunted. “I didn’t say they would 
succeed, but they may make an attempt.” 

Sudden amusement flickered over the Chief 
Inspector’s face. “All you have to do, Jim, is find 
them, and since they have only a few weeks’ start 
on you, that ought to be easy.” 

“No job at all,” Thorne retorted. “At least I 
‘know now what I’m looking for, even if they’re 
too far ahead to see. May I have those descriptive 
forms again, sir?” 

The next minute he was memorizing the in- 
formation on these. 

“Both educated, both blond, both in late twen- 
ties, speak English fluently. One five feet ten, 
stocky in build, blue eyes, right arm weak from 
wound. One five feet eight, slender, gray eyes, 
has first joint missing from small finger on left 
hand.” He gave the paper back to the Inspector 
and watched him lock it away in the safe. Then 
after further talk, he rose to his feet. “I think, 
if it’s all right with you, Ill get going. With 
weeks lost, we certainly can’t afford to waste any 
more time.” 
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The Old Man nodded. “I'll see that both the 
North and the West are on the lookout. Central 
and Eastern sections can call off the chase.” He 
stood up and held out his hand. “Good luck to 
you, Jim! I’ll be anxious to hear from you, but 
be careful how you word it. By the way, do you 
think that trapper can be trusted to keep quiet?” 

“T think so, and, of course, he doesn’t know 
the real story.” 

An hour later, having eaten and attended to 
several small errands, Thorne headed his team 
in the direction of Cameron. 
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VIII 
THE LISTENER 


URING most of the journey back to Cam- 
eron, Thorne rode the runners and kept 
the dogs at top speed. The fugitives already had 
several weeks’ head start on him and no more 
time must be lost in hunting them down. At last 
the job offered a satisfying challenge to his 
ability, and while he drove, he planned. 
Silver Chief seemed to sense this change in his 
master and permitted no nonsense from the eight 
dogs he led. Like a small dark stream finding 
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an outlet through imprisoning ice, the sledge 
flowed over the silent, blue-white fields. Occa- 
sionally it disappeared in wooded strips of fir 
and spruce trees, flushing small game by its swift 
approach. Under ordinary circumstances, Jim 
would have stopped to take a shot at these for 
the purpose of adding fresh meat to his stock, 
but today time was much more important than 
extra food. 

In Aklavik he had purchased enough supplies 
to last for a long trip. Some of these could have 
been bought at Cameron, but the Mounty had 
decided against doing anything that might give 
away his game. If the two Germans were still 
alive, then somebody had certainly helped them; 
otherwise they would surely have perished in 
the vast expanse of snow and ice. He did not 
yet know who this helper was, and until he did, 
everyone in the district would have to remain 
under suspicion. It was absurd to think that Mac 
or Danny was a traitor to Canada. However, un- 
der the circumstances, he could not afford to 
trust anyone yet. When he closed the police cabin 
they would think that, for the present, his work 
around Cameron was finished. 

In his own mind Thorne believed that the local 
accomplice was either an Indian or a half-breed. 
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Many of these people did not understand what 
the war was about and would have no hesitation 
about helping the enemy. He hoped this assistant, 
whoever he might be, was still with the Germans. 
If they had separated, the chase would be dou- 
bled, unless the Nazis, when captured, could be 
forced to talk. Most German prisoners, though, 
had a reputation for being sullenly silent under 
questioning. Perhaps Pierre le Brun could find 
a clue to the identity of the local helper. The lit- 
_tle Frenchman had been in this district for a long 
time and knew nearly everyone intimately. 
Any way you looked at this job it was going 
to be a lively tussle between wits, Thorne thought 
to himself. The Chief Inspector had told him to 
expect a stiff physical struggle as well, and if 
necessary, to shoot to kill. All that the Govern- 
ment demanded was the capture of the two men. 
Naturally, it preferred having them alive. If this 
were not possible their death would make no 
great difference. The small black diary had re- 
vealed all that was necessary about the escape. 
As a result of the Old Man’s warning, Jim 
had purchased extra cartridges, but he hoped 
these would not have to be used. The Sergeant, 
as did all his fellow-members of the Force, knew 
that his business was to track down offenders 
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and turn them safely over, alive, to the proper 
' authorities. Punishment was not his worry; that 
could be decided by regular processes of the law. 
In this case he hoped to follow his usual course 
_ —shooting to kill only in necessary self-defense. 

The two Nazis, at large, were a menace to 
Canada and must.therefore be placed where they 
could do no harm. Aside from their evil part in 
this war, he had a feeling of understanding for 
them. Had he been imprisoned in Germany, as 
they had been in Canada, he too would doubtless 
have tried to escape. Later, he was to look back 
on this moment and wonder why he had ever felt 
even this fleeting kindness toward them. 

The problem that really troubled him on this 
drive concerned small Pat Blaine. If the Ger- 
mans were in hiding somewhere, waiting for 
spring to make the trekking easier, this job might 
take two months. Mac and Danny were fond 
enough of her to keep her that long at the Post, 
but Jim, having promised to let her father know 
of any change in affairs, determined to do so. 
Frank Blaine was the one to take full respon- 
sibility, even though the child might want to stay 
in Cameron. At the lonely mining claim she would 
miss the affectionate companionship of the men 
and of Silver Chief. So far Blaine had not writ- 
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ten his daughter a line, and when she reached 
home, he was not likely to spend either thought 
or money on making her happy. 

In a recent letter, Frances, Jim’s wife, had 
suggested asking Blaine to let Pat live with them, 
but the Mounty did not believe in such arrange- 
ments. You never knew where you stood. Some 
day Blaine might suddenly decide he wanted his 
daughter back. When that time came she would 
probably be more unhappy about going home 
. than at her present age. Poor little tyke, Jim 
thought pitifully, and wished someone else had 
the job of breaking the news to her in Cameron. 

On reaching the settlement around noon, he 
went straight to the police cabin. After releas- 
ing the dogs and eating a hurried lunch, he be- 
gan carefully to reload the sledge for a long trip. 

Meanwhile, Silver Chief had sought out Pat 
and together they came running home to Thorne. 

“My, I’m glad you’re back, Sergeant Jim,” the 
child exclaimed. “I like to stay at the store but 
I’d rather be here with you and the Chief.” 

Thorne patted her on the shoulder and thought 
unhappily that this was probably as good a time 
as any to tell her the truth. “Young lady, I have 
some real news for you,” he began. “I have to 
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close the cabin today. That means your father 
will come soon and take you home with him.” 

The dark eyes widened. “But Sergeant Jim, 
my mother won’t be there, and... .” 

The officer forced lightness into his voice. 
“That’s why you must be a big girl and help your 
father. He hasn’t anybody except you now.” 

The little girl’s lower lip was quivering but she 
did not cry. Thorne thought it might have been 
easier for both of them if she had. 

In a low voice she asked, “Will you bring the 
Chief to see me some time?” 

“T’ll do that my first chance, Pat, and I’ll write 
Donald to send you some pictures of Silver Chief. 
What about your own Huskies? Your father had 
five in his team down here, didn’t he?” 

“Yes, but they’re old and cross. My father 
won’t let me pet or play with them, like I do the 
Chief. OnceI hada litile puppy . . .” She stopped 
suddenly and Thorne made no comment. 

The puppy had probably been sold, as was the 
custom where dogs were so valuable to men. 

“When will my father come, Sergeant Jim?” 
was the child’s next question. 

“Maybe in a week or so. I’m going past your 
home soon and tell him you’re waiting here at 
the store.” 
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“May I take the doll and the things Uncle Mac 
got for me?” 

Jim nodded. The next minute she brightened 
into a smile. “Uncle Danny made me a little bed 
for the doll. He painted it red and I fixed a cover 
from a torn piece of fur. I’ll show them to you 
when you’re at the store.” 

“Fine! Now you get your things together and 
carry them over to the Post. Then when your 
father comes they’ll all be in one place, and you 
won’t leave any behind.” 

After she went out the door the Mounty set to 
work in earnest. By two in the afternoon he was 
ready to leave. Stopping at the Post, he found 
several men from the village hugging the stove 
and listening to the radio. Thorne nodded a greet- 
ing to the group and strode over to Pat who was 
waiting to show him her latest possessions. When 
these had been duly admired, he walked to the 
fur room, where MacDonald was sorting skins. 

“Did those just come in?” Jim asked. 

Mac nodded. “It’s been a good season so far,” 
he said. “Even the laziest trappers have some- 
thing to their credit. Pelts are thick and in fine 
condition, too.” The trader now turned abruptly 
to face the policeman. “What’s this Pat tells us 
about you leavin’ and her goin’ home?” 
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“That’s what I dropped in to talk about, Mac. 
There just isn’t enough excitement in Cameron 
to warrant having a policeman hang around 
longer. I promised Blaine if I had to go before 
April, ’d let him know so he could come for the 
youngster.” 

“Danny and I’d be glad to keep her till then.” 

“Tf you want me to tell Blaine that, I’ll do so, 
though I believe every day she stays here is going 
to make it harder for her to go and for you to 
give her up. I know how I feel about the young- 
ster, myself.” 

“TI s’pose you’re right, but we’ll certainly miss 
her. Having her around has made Danny ten 
years younger. He’s goin’ to have a fit when 
Blaine takes her.” 

“Where is Danny?” 

“Choppin’ wood. When Pat brought the news 
he went out without a word and hasn’t come in 
again. By the way, how do you plan to send Blaine 
word?” 

“Tll probably go over the district once more 
and take in his place on the way.” 

“That means she’ll be around here a while yet. 
If I know Frank Blaine, he won’t hurry too much. 
Leavin’ that claim of his is the last thing he’ll 
want to do—no matter what it’s for. That sounds 
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mean but I see red whenever I think of the way 
he’s neglected Pat. If she was my little girl, 
nothin’ in the world—certainly not a two-by- 
four wash of gold—could keep us apart.” Mac 
stuck his pipe in his mouth and clamped his teeth 
on the stem. 

It was not often that the trader became really 
upset about anything, Jim knew. If this were a 
sample of how the two old bachelors felt about 
the child, he was getting out in a hurry. He had 
no desire to have Danny, that old blunderbuss, 
blow up in his face. 

Putting an end to further conversation, he 
said, “Well, Mac, it’s been nice seeing you again 
this winter. You’ll be hearing from me.” 

“Good luck!” MacDonald called after him. 

As the officer passed through the store, the 
three other men followed him outside. Pat was 
on her knees in the snow, petting the Chief where 
he lay at the head of the waiting team. Danny 
stood beside her, cautiously watching the other 
eight dogs. Showing favoritism to one member 
of a harnessed team was a dangerous thing to do. 
Even these Huskies voiced an occasional growl, 
but no one of them made a move. All had a whole- 
some respect for the Chief’s strength. In the past 
each at some time had locked with him in battle. 
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Having survived such an experience, none wished 
to repeat the performance. That this terror they 
feared and obeyed would now lie still while a 
child scratched his head was always hard for 
them to understand. 

With the man all of them behaved, for he was 
master and had the power to punish. This he sel- 
dom did, though he made them work to the limit 
of endurance when on patrol. Had the animals 
been able to express themselves in words, they 
would have had only one complaint—the lead dog. 
The Huskies all sensed that Silver Chief was not 
really one of them. Yet, whatever that creature 
dictated was law for all the rest. 

On the step, Thorne stood still for a moment 
and watched the little girl. Then he went for- 
ward, lifted her up and hugged her. “I’m going 
to tell your father you’re the nicest daughter a 
man could have,” he whispered, placing her again 
on her feet. 

Hughes stood by in silence, looking as if the 
sky were about to cave in on him. 

With a “So long, Danny! See that Mac behaves 
himself!” Jim boarded the sledge, cracked the 
whip, and was off. 

“Sergeant Jim, please tell my father . . .” Pat 
called after him. 
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In the clamor of departure the Mounty did not 
hear, and the child let the message hang unfin- 
ished on the frosty air. 

No one seemed interested in what she had 
started to say, except one of the men standing 
by. With narrowed eyes he stared at the ground. 
When the sledge had gone from sight, he re-en- 
tered the store with the others, collected his 
things, and left. Outside, he stood by the main 
trail for a moment of indecision and muttered to 
himself. Then he turned sharply and following a 
short cut through the spruces, disappeared from 
view. 
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THE EMPTY CUPS 


OW on the chase in earnest, Thorne deter- 
minedly put from his mind the unpleasant 
memory of the recent parting with small Patricia 
Blaine. From this moment until the Germans 
were safe in his custody, every waking thought 
would be given to his job. 

The first thing to check was whether Tom or 
Pete had seen the tracks later and in which di- 
rection these were pointing when seen. From 
both accounts the day had been that preceding 
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the storm, and the French-Canadian had men- 
tioned the time as near dusk. Unfortunately, he 
had also admitted paying little attention to them. 
This would not be true of Tom Eagle’s Nest. An 
Indian’s eyes photographed every minute detail, 
and so Tom must be persuaded to talk. 

Arriving at the Indian’s cabin, the officer called 
from the sledge. Moving like most of his race, with 
deliberation, Tom opened the door, peeped out, 
then approached. 
_ After a brief greeting Jim began, “The trader 

told me you used to make the best bow sets in 
this district. I have a son about the age of your 
oldest. Would you make one for him?” 

“Mebbe in summer. How big boy?” 

Thorne measured with his arms. 

“Policeman be in Cameron in summer?” 

“Tf I’m not, give it to Mr. MacDonald at the 
store. He will pay you and mail it to me.” 

The Indian grunted his willingness to do this. 
Pulling off a glove, Jim fumbled inside his clothes 
and handed over several cigarettes. He replaced 
the glove slowly, playing for time to shape the 
question that must be made. 

To his amazement Tom Eagle’s Nest spoke 
first: “Policeman ever find strange white man’s 
tracks?” 
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“Tracks?” Thorne asked vaguely, as if memory 
had failed him. 

“Boot tracks in snow.” 

“Oh, those tracks that you thought belonged 
to spirit? No!” 

The Indian’s lips twitched in a small, superior 
smile. “Not spirit. Two suns later Indian see same 
thing where river bends below fir trees.” 

“Vou?” 

“Little Wolf—my sister, his woman.” 

“Where were they going?” 

“South.” 

“What makes you think they were a white 
man’s?” 

For a second Tom’s narrow black eyes widened. 
“No Indian that big fool,” he answered promptly. 

“Well, whoever it was must have been drunk 
or crazy. If your people find body when thaw 
comes, tell the trader.” 

Tom was plainly amused by this suggestion. 
“Wolves not leave body, only clothes.” 

Thorne forced a smile at this bit of gruesome 
humor. “Don’t forget that bow,’ he reminded 
Tom, then drove away. 

What luck, he said to himself, that he had 
thought of the bow. The Indians nowadays pre- 
ferred to use rifles in hunting, but every once in 
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a while you found one who still took pride in 
making good bows and arrows. Tom Eagle’s Nest 
was one. MacDonald had once mentioned this 
fact in Jim’s hearing, and the memory had 
helped in the nick of time. His son, Donald, al- 
ready had several such weapons, but this extra 
one would be money well spent. It had succeeded 
in loosing an Indian’s tongue, with the result that 
Tom himself had asked the first question about 
tracks. His further remarks had given the 
Mounty more definite information than had been 
expected. 

Two suns after the night of the storm, the Ger- 
mans had gone south from the river bend below ~ 
the firs. That spot was just about ten miles from 
here and four or five southwest of French Pete’s 
winter cabin. There was no need to waste more 
time stopping between here and Pete’s, and im- 
mediately Thorne headed the team that way. 

LeBrun had almost finished his supper when 
Jim drove up, but in a short time he placed an- 
other good meal before Thorne. This evening 
there was no harmonica playing. As soon as 
dishes were cleared Jim got down to business. 

“Pete,” he said, “I’d like to find that German 
who lost the diary.” 

“He is bad man, Sarzhan’?” 
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Thorne evaded this question with a shrug of 
the shoulders. “He is a German, and this is war- 
time. I don’t believe he can cause much trouble 
here in the bush, but if he manages to get outside, 
who can tell what might happen? Two days after 
you saw tracks there were more at the river bend 
below the firs. They were headed south.” 

“So-o! You want me help fin’ dat fellow?” 

“T want you to try to find out who was with 
him. Pete, the German was on foot and without 
snowshoes. If he’s still alive, somebody around 
here helped him—that’s certain. If we can locate 
the helper we can get the German, I believe.” 

The other man seemed lost in thought. “Firs’ 
I fin’ out who need money mos’ dis winter, an’ 
who spen’ it.” 

Thorne nodded. “That’s a good idea. Keep 
your eyes and ears open and your mouth closed. 
No one must guess you are interested. Anything 
you learn may help Canada, and France as well.” 
~ “You be in Cameron long, Sarzhan’?” 

“No, I have some business elsewhere and I’ve 
closed the cabin.” 

“Where can I sen’ word?” 

Jim wrote his name on a slip of paper and ad- 
dressed it in care of the Chief Inspector, at 
Aklavik. 
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Pushing this across the table, he advised, 
“Hide that carefully ! No one must know that you 
are helping me. If you learn anything important, 
write: “This season’s catch is good!’ Nothing 
more. If you need help urgently, write: ‘Foxes 
are running!’ In that case I, or someone else, will 
come down to take over.” 

Pete repeated the messages several times, then 
folded the scrap of paper with the address and 
hid it in a chink between the wall logs. The re- 
sponsibility warmed his heart. 

“I try ver’ hard, Sarzhan’,” he promised, “for 
Canada an’,” he paused sadly, “for La belle 
France.” 

“T believe that, Pete,” Thorne assured him. 
“Now I’m going to turn in, so I can get an early 
start in the morning.” 

A few hours later he was up and on his way 
southwest. In good time the sledge reached the 
small Indian village where Little Wolf, brother- 
in-law to Tom Eagle’s Nest, lived. The Mounty 
had been here on a previous patrol, but had 
learned nothing that time. Yet Little Wolf had 
known then about the tracks. Jim wished he knew 
which one of the fellows who had come outside 
might be Little Wolf. To ask for him directly 
would give away Tom Eagle’s Nest. That might 
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cause not only a family feud, but all the Indians 
around would cease being friendly to the Royal 
Canadian Mounted. This was something Thorne 
did not want to happen. 

' As on the earlier occasion, he asked routine 
questions about health and the season’s catch. 
Without much hope he repeated, “Any new peo- 
ple come up here?” 

They answered “No,” and that was all. 

Jim soon drove off. About a mile or so down 
the trail, a shadowy figure slipped from behind 
a spruce tree and hailed him. The officer pulled 
on the rein. The man was a young brave perhaps 
twenty years old, who had been at the village. He 
began to speak swiftly in his own tongue, and 
Thorne was soon at a loss. 

“English, English!” he ordered and the other 
haltingly obeyed. 

Using phrases from both languages, the con- 
versation was gradually pieced out. Two days 
after the big storm, a sledge with three white men 
had passed below the young Indian’s trapping 
lines. One rode the runners; the other two seemed 
sick and took turns riding the sledge. The team 
was small and they traveled slowly. Hidden from 
them, he had watched for a few minutes, then 
followed them for a little way. 


100 THE RETURN OF SILVER CHIEF 


Jim interrupted the account here by asking, 
“Why?” 

The Indian confessed that he was curious to 
know why they did not stick to the trail. Instead 
they traveled by unbroken short cuts, as if afraid 
to be seen. When he turned back, they were going 
south. Two days later he saw the driver come 
back on the sledge alone. 

Having listened to this much, Thorne broke 
in again, “Why tell me this?” 

Because, the Indian went on, late yesterday 
that driver had been seen going very fast over 
the same short cuts to the south. The brave 
thought the policeman ought to know. 

Jim listened with his tongue in his cheek. 
Strange Indians never gave away information 
without a purpose. 

“Who were these white men?” he asked. 

“Not know.” 

To himself Jim said: You know the local driver 
all right, andif you think you’re fooling me, guess 
again. You’ve got some score to settle and you 
think if you put me on his trail, the law will take 
care of him for you. Aloud, he expressed thanks 
and promised to keep the matter secret. Before 
he could say any more, the Indian turned and 
slipped away into the bush. 
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What has suddenly got into the Indians around 
here? Jim asked himself. Two, within twenty- 
four hours, had given a Government officer clues. 
He smiled dryly. Maybe if I just go back to Cam- 
eron and sit down, they’ll take over this job and 
finish it for me! Well, whatever that fellow’s 
grudge may be, it’s done the police a service. I’m 
sure the trail lies straight south for a while, at 
least. He caught up the whip, then paused. It 
might be a good idea to go back to Pete’s and 
talk with him. There was a chance that the 
trapper would know if this fellow and some white 
man had been having trouble. The next minute 
he decided against this. To save time seemed more 
important than anything else right now. 

“Mush, Chief, mush!” he said sharply. The 
next moment they were racing down the trail. 

The rest of that day and the following one 
Thorne learned nothing further. The country he 
passed through was barren, with few cabins. The 
occupants of these insisted that they had seen 
no strangers in months. Around noon alight snow 
began to fall, and he urged the team forward to 
the destination he had in mind, Frank Blaine’s 
place. There Jim hoped to spend the night, and 
also to learn if the Germans had come this way. 
Blaine might be a poor sort of father but there 
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was no reason to doubt his loyalty to Canada. If 
the enemy had been here, the prospector would 
certainly tell a Government officer without being 
asked. 

It was nearly three o’clock when he reached 
the spot where he expected to find Blaine. A 
broken trail still showing through the fresh snow 
led him finally to a cabin. When no one answered 
his call, Jim stepped off the sledge, then paused to 
watch the Chief. Sniffing and straining at his 
harness, the dog seemed greatly disturbed, and 
his master wondered if the animal’s memory of 
Pat could possibly be mixed up with the scents 
around here. 

Suddenly Thorne was struck by the deep si- 
lence of the place. No dogs were barking to an- 
nounce the arrival of his own team. That was 
queer. He strode up to the building, knocked, 
then entered. The room in which the Mounty 
now found himself was cold and empty. Every- 
thing was in disorder, as if someone had left in 
a great hurry. Where would anybody so devoted 
to his place as Blaine go at this time of year? 
Could the man have possibly become homesick 
for his daughter and started for Cameron? That 
would account for the missing dogs. It would also 
be one piece of bad luck, Jim thought, now that 
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he himself had troubled to come so far off his 
trail. Well, at least he could rebuild the fire, pre- 
pare food and sleep here, though he certainly 
didn’t think much of Blaine’s attempts at house- 
keeping. 

The Chief was whining in his throat. Thorne 
stepped outside, released the lead dog, and put 
the others under shelter. Carrying snowshoes 
and supplies, he re-entered the cabin. Silver Chief 
pushed ahead, still growling ominously. 

“What’s the matter, Old Fellow?” Thorne 
asked, then turned again to his own affairs. 

When the fire was crackling in the stove, he 
went over to the table, and like one suddenly hyp- 
notized stood staring down at it. There before 
his unbelieving eyes were three emptied coffee 
cups, their dregs frozen to a muddy brown. Three 
cups, and Blaine lived alone! In that case who 
had used them? In the Canadian Northwest tea 
was a more popular drink than coffee. However, 
suppose that Blaine liked coffee—that accounted 
for only one cup. What about the other two? In 
midwinter nothing less than a great emergency 
would bring a visitor here, and the officer’s sus- 
picion fell at once on the two Nazis. If so, their 
local helper had left them before reaching 
Blaine’s place. On the other hand, suppose that 
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he, not Blaine, was the third coffee drinker. Then 
where was Blaine? 

‘The Mounty glanced about the room, his eyes 
now taking in every detail. Bunks were stripped 
and the shelves almost empty of provisions. At 
the time of his arrival, both stove and room had 
been as cold as outside. That meant no one had 
been here for twenty-four hours at least. Even 
in the bitterest weather, an atmosphere of having 
been lived in clung that long to the interiors of 
these stout, well-chinked log buildings. This was 
probably due to the dry air resulting from a con- 
tinuous roaring fire when a cabin was occupied. 
After a day, dampness and cold did their work 
thoroughly. 

Well, standing here was getting him nowhere. 
Darkness was already shadowing everything. 
He must find their trail at once. By morning, if 
this snow continued, all tracks would be covered. 

He turned to the dog, still prowling restlessly 
about the room. “I’d like to know what’s got you 
so upset,” Jim told him, as he put on snowshoes 
and caught up a flashlight. “Come on, let’s see 
what we can find.” 
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strong until they reached the river bank. There 
he lost it and for a minute stood still, head 
stretched upward, sniffing. Then slowly he made 
his way out on the uneven ridge of ice. After 
going twenty or thirty feet he stopped. Here the 
clue had disappeared completely. Returning to 
the bank, he picked it up again, and as he ran 
southward, it became stronger. 

In the course of a mile the scent was lost and 
found a dozen times, but the Chief pushed on, and 
as long as his master followed, the dog was free 
to pursue this instinctive urge. Once or twice 
Thorne was on the point of turning back, for he 
was uncertain about what the dog was chasing. 
Sensitive and intelligent though he was, even 
Silver Chief could not resist trailing wild animals 
when he was not on duty. His excitement today 
might be connected with something of this sort. 
What seemed unusual was that he had shown 
active interest while still harnessed as lead dog. 

For Thorne all signs of a trail had ended at the 
river bank. Whether Blaine’s sledge had gone 
north or south from there he could not tell. This 
snowfall, gentle as it was, acted as a blind. He 
could see only a foot or two ahead of him, and 
there was nothing to do but take a chance on the 
Chief’s tracking, and follow. 
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It was now almost dark. Jim had about de- 
cided to return to the cabin when his dog swung 
abruptly to the left and climbed the low bank 
from ice-bound river to level ground. He focused 
his light on the place and found deep tracks that 
the afternoon’s snow had only half filled. Here 
a heavily loaded sledge had probably pulled up 
the small slope, then proceeded inland. He looked 
about for a marker, for this was clearly the real 
starting point for his journey tomorrow morn- 
ing. 

Through the white, feathery air he finally se- 
lected a dead tree. This, slanting to one side, 
would serve the purpose very well. It had evi- 
dently been uprooted in some previous blizzard, 
but, clinging even in death to the soil, the trunk 
had not yet crashed. 

With this decision made, Thorne turned around 
and roughed the dog’s thick coat fondly. “Well, 
old fellow, you’ve done it again,” he said, “but 
how you knew what I was after is beyond me. 
You might have linked Pat up with the cabin; 
you certainly couldn’t have done that out here, 
and I don’t know anything else to interest you. 
No, we’re not going farther now. Come on, Chief, 
let’s make for fire and grub.” 

As an extra precaution he paced the distance 
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back. Re-entering Blaine’s cabin, he first added 
wood to the fire, then fed the dogs. After that 
he straightened the room, cleaned the dirty table, 
and started to prepare his own meal. In the north 
woods it was customary to help yourself to a meal 
wherever you found shelter. Since Blaine’s 
shelves were so bare, Jim dug into his own 
supplies for everything except tea. There still 
seemed to be some of that in the prospector’s tin 
container. 

Pulling off the lid, the Mounty began to pour 
the dried leaves into the palm of his hand. A 
folded paper fell out with the leaves. Thorne 
dropped it on the table until he had brewed the 
drink. A tea can was certainly a queer place to 
stuff letters, he thought, starting to replace the 
sheet. Then, changing his mind, he unfolded the 
paper. The next minute the officer was com- 
pletely absorbed in the effort to figure out the 
badly scrawled message the paper bore. 

It read: “Anybody who finds this note—rush 
it to the Mounty at Cameron. He’ll know what 
to do. The past three weeks two Germans have 
been hiding out here. Late one night I heard a 
sledge. It drove off before I opened the door. Two 
armed strangers pushed in. Have kept me pris- 
oner ever since, making me take care of them. 
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Twice I tried to get away but didn’t make it. 

The second time they knocked me out. Tonight, 
Tuesday, the sledge came again. It sounded like a 
small team. One German ran outside. The other 
covered me. After the strange team had gone 
the Germans told me to get ready for a trip early 
tomorrow. I don’t know where. They have a 
map. I'll leave green wood on trail. If I can’t get 
the best of them, and anything happens, I hope 
the Mounty will look out for Pat and see that she 
gets this claim. It’s worth something. She’s a 
good little girl. Tell her not to forget her mother. 
I meant to write but was too busy. Hurry. Frank 
Blaine.” 

The second time Jim read it more easily. In 
spite of the jumble of words put down in the 
dark, it was clear that Blaine had been given 
more schooling than most prospectors. The note 
had been written Tuesday night. That meant they 
had left Wednesday morning. It was now Thurs- 
day evening and they had thirty-six hours’ lead. 
In his worried state, Blaine had written only the 
day instead of the date. If Silver Chief had not 
found the trail still fresh enough to pick up, Tues- 
day might have meant a week or two ago, instead 
of night before last. 

Blaine had done two clever things, though. He 
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must have had very little hope that anyone would 
come along before spring. Yet he had risked 
writing the note, and had hidden it in the tea tin, 
the one thing any visitor was certain to open. 
Also, his plan to leave green wood on the trail 
would make anyone in the north woods know 
that something queer was going on, even if the 
note had not been read. No one would cut green 
wood at a camp site when plenty of dry was to 
be found. 

Thirty-six hours, Jim repeated to himself. With 
fair luck he could overtake the other’s team of 
five dogs (old dogs, at that) in a day or two. 
There was no time to lose, for he had an uncom- 
fortable feeling about Blaine. The Germans were 
desperate men and Blaine would be no match for 
them in a fight, if it came to that. There was just 
one thing that might save the prospector. The 
fugitives must realize that a team driver familiar 
with the trail was necessary to their own safety. 

So Blaine was not such a bad father after all. 
The last lines of the note showed a deep concern 
for Pat. Thinking over these things, Jim hastily 
ate supper and went to bed. The snow had already 
ceased falling and that was all to the good. In 
the morning he would be able to pick up their 
tracks much more easily. 


is ee —— ee hl ee eC 


BLAINE WRITES A LETTER 113 


At daylight, having reached the uprooted tree 
landmark, he slowed down the team. Unbroken 
except for evergreens, there stretched before 
him a clean crust of white that glistened even 
in the dim light of early morning. There was no 
good trail in this section, so he picked the least 
difficult through the bush, hoping the other sledge 
had traveled the same way. After two hours of 
such guesswork, he noticed a young sapling 
freshly broken. This might have happened from 
weight of snow, but the matter would bear look- 
ing into. 

The next minute Jim was off the sledge examin- 
ing the slender trunk. Ax marks showed plainly. 
Here they must have stopped to make a hot 
drink or to eat, and Blaine had made the most of 
the opportunity. There was no sign of the top 
where it might naturally have fallen. Then where 
wasit? Looking around he finally saw the upper 
half. Only partly hidden by the fresh snowfall, 
it lay at a peculiar angle pointing southwest. 
There had been too little wind with the snow 
yesterday to carry the top branches to that posi- 
tion, so Blaine had somehow managed to throw 
it there. 

“Well, Chief, southwest is the way we go,” 
Thorne said, catching up the reins again and 
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starting off. “Let’s hope I’m not reading too much 
into these signs!” 

Three hours later he found green wood again, 
and knew he was on the right track. This time 
the direction was straight south, the next time 
west, and just before nightfall south once more. 

In the course of the day only four cabins had 
been passed. When he reached the fifth near dusk 
and found it empty, he decided to put up for the 
night. The fugitives must have had the same idea 
the day before, as the place had been recently 
occupied. This was proof enough that he was 
gradually catching up with them. 

The next morning he saw the first sledge 
tracks. Several hours later the dogs began rais- 
ing a fuss and came to a dead stop. Just ahead a 
dark object lay on the snow. Some frozen fox or 
wolf, Jim said to himself, and urged the team 
past. Then he drew in sharply, and halted a mo- 
ment before going on, for the body was that of 
a dead Husky. 

So they had lost their first dog. Now with only 
four to pull the overloaded sledge, the others were 
likely to drop fast. The Nazis had probably been 
forcing Blaine to drive at top speed. Even strong 
young animals could not have held up long under 
such conditions. Just as the Mounty expected, 
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another dog was found that afternoon, and a 
third about eleven o’clock the next morning. It 
was pure luck that the wolves had not gotten to 
the bodies before he did. 

From now on his job was simple. In an hour 
or so his team ought to catch up with them. The 
two dogs left of Blaine’s five must be very weak. 
They would find it hard to pull the sledge and sup- 
plies. All three men were walking, for he could 
see tracks left by several sets of snowshoes. The 
Germans were no longer trying to trek with ordi- 
nary footwear in midwinter snows. Their accom- 
plice must have equipped them properly, even 
though the tracks showed how little they knew 
about using webs. 

A short way off to the left was a cabin, appar- 
ently empty, for no smoke curled from the chim- 
ney. He would stop there and get some hot food 
in him, before he raced onwards. Also, if every- 
thing went well, this might be a good place to put 
up for the night on the way back. 

About noon Jim was on his way again. Re- 
freshed by this unexpected rest, and spurred on 
by the Chief’s tireless plodding, the dogs sped 
along the fresh trail. When they stopped the next 
time, they did it so abruptly that Thorne, ab- 
sorbed in planning, almost lost his balance. 
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“Whoa!” he shouted, then noticed that the 
Chief was bending over something to the right of 
the tracks. At once the dogs behind him broke 
into a chorus of howls. 

The next instant Thorne was beside the Chief 
and down on his knees in the snow. Lying on his 
face with arms stretched forward and a bullet in 
his head was the dead body of Frank Blaine. 
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XI 


TANGLED CLUES AT CAMERON 


HAT same morning, a number of miles 

northeast of where Thorne had found Frank 
Blaine’s body, Pierre le Brun worked his lines 
along the Cameron in a discouraged mood. 

His feelings had nothing to do with the catch. 
This was one of the best fur years that he had 
ever known. At the Trading Post, Mr. MacDon- 
ald already had a nice fat sum of Pete’s credit 
and before the season ended that amount ought 
to be greatly increased. No other personal trou- 
bles weighed on the trapper’s mind. He was in 
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good health and had no responsibilities save for 
himself. Always he had been thrifty, like most 
people with French peasant blood in their veins, 
and the chief part of his earnings went out regu- 
larly by Postman Andrews to the Bank of Can- 
ada. This nest egg would take care of Pete in 
old age. 

He was now fifty years old. He planned to 
stop trapping, after another winter or two and 
settle in the nearest small city. There, living 
carefully on his savings, he would enjoy plenty 
of music, people, and brightly lighted streets for 
the rest of his life. These were the things he had 
longed for during the years of hard work in the 
lonely, silent north. This morning he had no rea- 
son to think that anything would interfere with 
these plans, yet he was worried. 

Suddenly he said under his breath, “Pierre, you 
were nevaire meant to be policeman. To trap wild 
animals, you are good, yes! To hunt men, no! 
Your brain, it is not beeg enough. For examp’, 
dee Sarzhan’, he look at man, he know dat man 
guilty. You, Pierre, you look at man many times, 
you still not know eef good or bad!” 

After his last conversation with Thorne, 
French Pete had written down laboriously on a 
piece of brown wrapping paper the names of all 
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the men he knew in the Cameron district. From 
these he would select those whom he thought 
might be willing to helpaGerman. Hestill did not 
know that two men were involved, since Thorne 
had kept this detail secret. As good reasons oc- 
curred to him for scratching off names, he did 
so. When the list had been checked carefully sev- 
eral times, seven names remained. These be- 
longed to three Indians, two half-breeds, a Swede, 
and another French-Canadian. 

Pete’s first suggestion to Thorne about seeing 
who had more money to spend than usual had 
gotten him nowhere. Everybody was profiting 
from this good season, just as he was. Even the 
poorest hunters and trappers now had something 
to their credit at the Trading Post. By midsum- 
mer when their winter’s earnings would have 
all been spent, one could tell more about their 
needs. At present this information was not to be 
had. 

The seven names left had been selected for 
varying reasons. The first five had all been in 
trouble with the law at some time in the past. 
To them “the country” meant the authorities who 
had caught and punished them for petty crimes. 
The question of patriotism would not bother 
them at all, even if they really understood what 
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the war was about, which was unlikely. Any one 
of the five would snatch at a chance to make extra 
money, crookedly or not, if it could be done with- 
out too much risk. 

The other two were very different cases. The 
Swede was honest and industrious, but he was 
known to favor the Germans. Though he talked 
very little, twice he had said stubbornly in a group 
at the store that he liked many Germans. In his 
native country they believed in being friendly 
with everybody. Pete was sure that the Swede 
was loyal to Canada, his adopted land, but his 
sympathies might tempt him to help a German 
lost in the snows. 

The French-Canadian, Charlie, was lazy, shift- 
less, and tricky. More than one trapper in the 
past had felt that Charlie was to blame for a 
sprung trap, though no one had ever been able 
to pin the evidence of guilt on him. He would be 
just the sort to help the German—except for one 
fact: Charlie never lifted a finger if it could be 
avoided. He had been known to go hungry rather 
than work his lines or bring down his supper with 
a rifle shot. To picture Charlie struggling to res- 
cue someone in a blizzard was beyond Pete’s im- 
agination. 

Still, in spite of his doubts, he kept these seven 
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suspects in mind. When he met any one of the 
first five, instead of passing on with a brief 
greeting, he stopped and engaged the fellow in 
conversation. Pete was popular throughout the 
district. Even the Indians liked the tunes the 
trapper played on his harmonica, and as a result 
they talked more freely with him than with most 
white men. After several contacts with each of 
these, Le Brun reached the opinion that no one 
of them had dealt with a strange German. 

This narrowed his suspicions down to the 
Swede and French Charlie. Aside from what he 
already knew about them, he learned an impor- 
tant fact: both needed money badly. The Swede’s 
brother had been lost on a torpedoed merchant 
vessel and the widow had little means of support 
for herself and children except what her brother- 
in-law sent them from Canada. 

For Charlie to need money was the usual thing, 
but now he planned to get married. This not only 
surprised Le Brun, it amused him. Since Charlie 
had never worked enough to support himself com- 
pletely, it was to be hoped that the woman was 
strong and industrious, for she would certainly 
have to labor for both. 

“Her name?” Pete had asked politely. 
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Charlie’s little pig eyes had smiled slyly. He 
shook his head. At present that was a secret. 

“So, Pierre le Brun,” the trapper repeated this 
morning as he recalled his efforts to find the man 
Thorne wanted, “you were nevaire meant to be 
policeman. Here are two men—but which one ees 
guilty? You not know.” 

The occupants of the Trading Post < Cameron 
had no such problems. MacDonald and Hughes 
had forced themselves to accept the idea of losing 
the little girl, though Danny had found this very 
hard to do. The night after Thorne left the old 
fellow had fussed and fumed a good deal. 

“I don’t know why the Sergeant couldn’t keep 
his mouth closed,” he complained. “She could’ve 
stayed here all right until Blaine came in the 
spring.” 

“But Jim had promised if his plans changed 
to let her father know,” Bill answered. “Jim was 
right about something else, too. He said the 
longer we kept her, the harder it would be to give 
her up. And that’s the truth. You know it as 
well as I do. What’s more, the youngster’s begin- 
ning to like Cameron too well,” he finished and 
pulled fiercely on his pipe. 

Danny grumbled to himself. He wouldn’t ad- 
mit it in speech, but he knew Thorne and Mac 
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were right. And if little Pat was getting to like 
it down here too much, that was bad. Yet it 
warmed his heart to think of it. 

Even though he knew she had to go, he kept 
hoping she wouldn’t. Every time he looked at the 
small figure playing happily with the toys he and 
Mac had supplied, the old man felt a fresh pang. 

A week had passed since Jim’s departure, and 
one night after Pat was asleep, Hughes asked 
MacDonald for perhaps the fiftieth time, “When 
do you suppose Blaine’ll get here?” 

“Danny, you know as much as I do,” Bill re- 
plied patiently. “He may come tomorrow and he 
may not come until spring. If it’s any comfort to 
you, I’ve had a hunch right along that we 
wouldn’t see him soon. . . . What,” he asked, ab- 
ruptly changing the subject, “do you think Tom 
Eagle’s Nest told me today?” 

“What?” Hughes returned, stingy with words 
in his present unhappy mood. 

“Jim ordered a bow set from Tom. I’m to pay 
for it and mail it on next summer when it’s fin- 
ished. What in the world do you s’pose made 
Thorne do that? He must have a dozen or two 
at home.” 

“Maybe he wants to give it to somebody.” 

“No, Tom said it was for the policeman’s boy.” 
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Danny could think of no explanation for this 
and remained silent. After a minute or so he 
suggested, “That’s something Pat hasn’t got. I 
wonder if she’d like one.” 

Mac hid his smile and answered seriously, 
“Better ask her. I don’t know what she’d do with 
it, though. The way she pats all those dead skins 
the trappers bring in, I think she’d feel too sorry 
for an animal ever to aim at one.” 

“She wouldn’t have to kill anything. I just 
thought I could put up a target and teach her to 
handle a small bow. Sometime it might come in 
handy.” 

“Maybe you’re right at that,” Bill told him. 
Later he thought, it’s a good thing Blaine is com- 
ing. If the youngster stays around much longer, 
Danny’ll never be able to give her up. 

With her pretty, gentle ways, Pat managed to 
draw affection to herself. Almost everyone who 
came into the store paid her some attention, and 
even the roughest men seemed to understand that 
there must be no coarse talk when the little girl 
was present. 

In Pat’s eight-year-old head, the thought of 
leaving was now entirely in the future. Her days 
were filled to the brim with interest. There were 
times when she longed for her dead mother and at 
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other moments she wished Sergeant Jim would 
come back and bring the Chief. Sometimes she 
wanted Silver Chief more than anything else. For 
long hours the doll, toys, and books would keep 
her busy. Then, like all children, she would long 
for some live companion, such as the dog, with 
which to romp. When she became restless, Danny 
would bundle her up and take her for a walk 
through the village; but willing as he was, he 
proved a poor substitute for a more active, 
younger playmate. Soon they would return to the 
Trading Post, and Pat would busy herself again 
with things inside. 

At Thorne’s suggestion, Mac had made the 
little girl responsible for some of the lighter 
household chores. Danny objected immediately, 
“T can do all the things needin’ to be done around 
here.” 

For once, Bill lost patience. “Danny, you old 
idiot,”’ he exclaimed, “what are you trying to do, 
spoil the kid completely? When her father takes 
her home, she’ll be that much more unhappy if 
she can’t help out some.” 

Hughes had said nothing more about this mat- 
ter, knowing that he had been in the wrong. I’m 
just an old fool, he said to himself, and Mac’s 
right. 
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A week passed and Blaine had still not come for 
his daughter. Perhaps it’s just as Mac thought, 
Danny reminded himself happily, Blaine won’t 
come for some time. He was considering this 
when a young Indian brought several pelts into 
the store one afternoon and asked for the trader. 
Directing him toward the rear, Hughes noticed 
that the fellow had been drinking too much, but 
Mac was used to handling such cases. Danny 
opened the stove and threw in another chunk of 
wood. There was the feel of fresh snow in the air. 
Also, his old bones had been aching all day, and 
that always meant falling weather. 

A raised voice suddenly pulled him out of these 
thoughts. With MacDonald beside him, the young 
Indian was coming toward the door. His eyes 
were blazing. Danny heard him say something 
about white men being thieves. Then the door 
slammed behind him with a bang. 

Pat who had been interested in a book at one 
side of the room looked up. 

“How would you like to get your wraps on,” 
Mac quietly called across to her, “and help Uncle 
Danny bring in kindling?” 

She put aside the book at once and ran to get 
her things. 

“What happened?” Hughes asked. 
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“Too much liquor, of course,” Bill replied, “but 
something’s behind that. He accused me of cheat- 
ing him on furs, then went on to say that the 
white men always stole from Indians—if it wasn’t 
furs, it was something else.” Mac paused. “That 
young brave’s always behaved himself till now. 
Wonder what’s up? Too bad Jim didn’t hang 
around a little longer. He might have found some 
of that excitement he was looking for.” 

Bundled up to meet the bitter cold just outside, 
Pat came forward. The next minute she and 
Danny had gone to get the wood. 

Mac stood beside the stove lost in thought. He 
was glad no one else had been in the store at the 
moment, for trouble might have been started. 
Men’s tempers were at their worst up here in 
midwinter. Loneliness added to several months 
of fighting merciless weather often turned a 
good-natured fellow into a bad one. There was 
a real grievance behind that young Indian’s in- 
sults today. The trader had paid no attention to 
them; his one idea had been to persuade the youth 
to go home before Pat grew frightened or some- 
one came in. The Indian had not only fussed 
about skins; he had also mentioned a girl. Well, 
one thing was certain: some white man had done 
the other an injury. 
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XII 


SILVER CHIEF ENDS HIS SEARCH 


GNORANT of the mysteries developing 
around Cameron, Thorne knelt in the snow be- 
side Blaine’s dead body and wished that he had not 
stopped at the last cabin. If he had come along 
sooner the other man might have been saved. 
When a hurried examination showed that death 
had occurred several hours earlier, the officer felt | 
relieved. It was interesting to discover that the | 
Germans had wasted only one bullet on their vic- 
tim. Did this mean that they were short of am- | 
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munition or so sure of their marksmanship that 
a second shot was considered unnecessary? 

Blaine, poor fellow, had guessed that this very 
thing might happen. Three weeks of being pris- 
oner to the Nazis in his own house, had given the 
prospector an idea of what to expect at their 
hands. In spite of this frightening knowledge he 
had risked writing his note and had slipped it into 
the tea tin under their very noses. Blaine had his 
faults but he was no coward, Jim said to himself. 
From the moment of the Germans’ arrival, the 
prospector, taken by surprise, had been entirely 
at their mercy. Had he offered to co-operate, it 
was possible that they might have made a deal 
with him, as they must have done with their 
other local helper. Well, apparently he had 
not. Instead he had used his wits, the only weapon 
left him, in an effort to set the police on their 
trail. 

Jim Thorne was as accustomed to the frozen 
gray northland and its cruelties as other men 
were to brighter, kindlier places. But today, 
looking at the dead prospector, alone and deserted 
in the snow, he was touched by sadness. The next 
minute his jaw set with grim purpose. Now he 
had to get the Nazis on two counts. They were 
not only enemy prisoners who had escaped from 
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internment, but murderers responsible for the 
death of a Canadian citizen. 

_ Making a swift decision, the Mounty placed 
Blaine on the sledge, urged the team around, and 
hurried back to the cabin so recently left. There 
the body would be under cover until he could re- 
turn. 

A little later the dogs were again racing down 
the trail. Permitted to set the pace, Silver Chief 
showed his team mates no mercy. Jim let his mind 


- dwell for a few minutes on the Chief’s actions 


lately. Something queer had been going on in the 
animal’s mind ever since they had arrived at 
Blaine’s cabin. The possibility that the dog had in 
some way linked up Pat with her home seemed the 
only explanation. Yet such a connection ought to 
include the child’s father, and it had not. When 
Blaine’s body had been found, Silver Chief was 
much less concerned than the other dogs with 
him. All the leader wished to do was to push on. 
His master was much too familiar with every 
move the Chief made not to understand what he 
was thinking. Furthermore, when ordered to 
turn back to the cabin, the dog had actually 
obeyed reluctantly. Used to perfect obedience, 
Thorne had been so astonished that he repeated 
the command sharply. To have his beloved mas- 
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ter use this tone with him made Silver Chief wince 
as if he had been struck. His unhappy surge for- 
ward was so sudden he almost lifted his eight 
team mates off their feet. He did not know why 
he felt impelled to goin the other direction. Some- 
thing kept pulling him that way, and because of 
it his master was angry. 

Jim was sorry he had been forced to speak that 
way to anything he loved as much as the Chief. 
On the other hand, if circumstances made it nec- 
essary, he would do the same thing again. In- 
stant obedience was the first and most important 
requirement of a lead dog. If he failed in this, 
every Husky in the team would promptly do the 
same thing. Then they would be no more good 
to anybody. 

Well, everything was all right now, for the 
Chief was moving at top speed, and Jim began to 
give full attention to what might lie ahead. 

He was fairly sure that the Germans had only 
two weak dogs left, and their progress must be 
at a snail’s pace, unless their local accomplice had 
returned to aid them. The two men were igno- 
rant of life in the north woods except for the 
little they might have learned in these weeks as 
fugitives. Since they were now having to break 
trail for themselves, their map would be of no 
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use save to give general directions. The combined 
dangers of wolves, freezing, and running out of 
supplies faced them. They would hardly risk go- 
ing too close to an occupied cabin—the next man 
might not be as unprepared to meet them as 
Frank Blaine had been. As for seeking refuge in 
a settlement, if and when they finally reached 
one, the Germans must have sense enough to 
know that every Canadian was a potential enemy 
of their race. 

Also, what Thorne knew and the Nazis did not, 
was that they would be suspected on other counts. 
Strangers who traveled up here in midwinter 
usually did so for no good purpose, and at the 
first opportunity some citizen would report their 
presence to the police. Too many criminals in the 
past had tried to escape the law by hiding in the 
Northwest Territory. Local inhabitants had 
learned long ago that the best way to protect 
themselves was to turn such matters over to the 
Government. 

All these things would work against the mur- 
- derers. If, however, the helper had already met 
them on the trail, their circumstances would be 
much improved. Also, his arrival could account 
for Blaine’s death. They would no longer have 
needed the prospector, and for the sake of their 
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own safety they could not permit him to live. He 
knew too much. 

Some distance back the officer had noted where 
the killing had taken place. From that spot to 
where the body had been found, bloodstains 
marked the way. Somehow, after being shot, the 
wounded man had managed to stagger for almost 
a mile over the trail homeward. Perhaps he had 
been trying to reach that last cabin, where 
Thorne had later carried him, for most men of 
the north dreaded the thought of dying in the 
open. 

Even if the helper had met them; even if he 
had brought a larger team than might be ex- 
pected from the statement in Blaine’s note, Jim 
still had all the advantage, so far as overtaking 
them was concerned. No lead dog in the Terri- 
tory could outstrip Silver Chief at his best, and 
the eight police Huskies were as good as could 
be found. 

Every few minutes the Mounty drew rein and 
studied the trail. The men had floundered about 
so much that the crisscrossing of tracks made it 
impossible to tell how many were “mushing,” or 
even if two sledges were traveling together. 
With startling suddenness the picture changed, 
for a second trail forked abruptly from the main 
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one. The new tracks, evidently made by Blaine’s 
two Huskies, climbed upward to the right 
through a forest of spruce. Continuing along the 
plain southward, a larger team of perhaps five 
dogs had cut its way. 

As Thorne studied this puzzle, Silver Chief 
sniffed the air and looked anxiously toward the 
woods road, but he made no move to turn. Notic- 
ing, Jim said softly, “You may be right, Old Fel- 
low, but I think we’d better follow the big sledge 
- first. Now, hike, before they blow our heads 
off!” 

With the team in motion again he felt safer. 
The fork had been in a dangerously exposed spot. 
Anyone hidden in the woods up the hill could have 
picked him off with ease. That would not be so 
simple while the sledge went at its present rate of 
speed. 

Thorne was convinced that the fork was a trap. 
Ever since reading Blaine’s note, he had felt that 
the fugitives knew the police were on their trail. 
Nothing else could so easily account for their hur- 
ried departure from the prospector’s cabin. That 
was undoubtedly the news the local helper had 
brought them. How he had found out was the 
puzzle. 

To two people only, MacDonald and Pat, had 





SILVER CHIEF ENDS SEARCH § 187 


Jim mentioned his intention to see Blaine. He 
had told Mac in the privacy of the fur room. Of 
course, it was possible someone in the store had 
overheard. He recalled seeing several men around 
the stove that afternoon. The trader had prob- 
ably repeated it to Danny, but hardly to anyone 
else. Jim tried to recall just what he had said to 
the child. Well, whatever the words had been, 
the telling had been foolish. People were bound to 
talk to Pat about going away, and she would say 
naturally that Sergeant Jim had gone to see her 
father. At the time, he had not even dreamed of 
Frank Blaine’s being mixed up with the Germans, 
but this was no excuse, he reminded himself. 
With everyone in the district under suspicion, he, 
an experienced policeman, should have realized 
that Blaine’s lonely mining claim would make an 
excellent hideout. 

While he thought, his eyes were on the trail 
ahead. Gradually a distant speck came into view, 
grew larger, and shaped itself into a dogsled. At 
last, he was no longer hunting shadows. Here 
was something real with which to deal. 

The trail was still running parallel with the 
forest, and every once in a while he gave the slope 
a watchful glance. There was no telling where 
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the sledge that had entered the woods might come 
out, or who would be with it when that happened. 

As his own team crept up on the smaller one 
ahead, Jim became aware that it was being driven 
by an experienced man and that he was alone. 
This, then, was the helper. The two Nazis must 
have taken the woods trail. 

Thorne was armed to meet any emergency. In 
a few more minutes he would overtake the ac- 
complice, shoot over his head, and order him to 
- halt. With that fellow safe in his custody, atten- 
tion could then be concentrated on the woods. 

Before he could put any of these plans into 
action, a shot from the forest whistled past him. 
Like a flash, the Mounty managed to turn his team 
and start back over the trail just covered. Ina 
split second he had decided to sacrifice the local 
man for the Germans. They were his first job, 
and in that particular setup, they would have got- 
ten him anyway before he could hope to get them. 
Their strategy was perfectly clear now. Doubt- 
less they had heard his Huskies howling beside 
Blaine’s body. Expecting Thorne to catch up with 
them shortly, they had first used the device of a 
forked trail, then, reaching a point where all the 
advantage was on their side, they had waited. 
The local man’s sledge had served as bait. He had 





SILVER CHIEF ENDS SEARCH 139 


run no real risk. All that was needed was for him 
to keep just far enough ahead of the officer to 
avoid recognition. The Nazis would be ready to 
act the minute Jim’s sledge slowed down. That 
was what they had done, but in spite of their 
marksmanship they had missed the first chance. 
They had also lost their helper, for in one glance 
backward Jim had seen the driver whipping his 
dogs frantically down the trail. 

After almost a mile of back-tracking, he cut up 
the slope and entered the woods. There he settled 
the team in a secluded spot and released Silver 
Chief. Putting on snowshoes he started through 
the shadows with the dog. 

The Chief was keyed up with excitement. Here 
he was able to follow instinct and work with his 
master at the same time. Left to himself, the dog 
would have rushed ahead, for each minute he was 
closer to solving his puzzle. Instead he was being 
held to a silent, cautious progress. 

Thorne was certain that the Nazis, having 
seen him race back over the trail, expected him 
to do just what he was doing. Those two were far 
from stupid and were undoubtedly on their way 
through the forest to head him off. His chief ad- 
vantage lay in familiarity with the north woods 
and in speed. As he slipped forward between the 
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trees, he strained constantly to listen. After a 
time he paused abruptly. In the distance floun- 
dering steps could be heard. 

At once Silver Chief growled low in his throat. 
Indian fashion, Jim hid himself in dense, low- 
hanging spruce boughs and whispered, “Down, 
Chief!” to the dog. 

The animal dropped at his master’s feet and 
Jim stood motionless, ready for any emergency. 
Voices could now be heard in snatches of whis- 
- pering. Gradually one man, then a second, came 
into view. Although inexperienced in “mushing,” 
they had sense enough to travel single file, sep- 
arated always by several trees. In order to avoid 
being surprised, each held a pistol leveled directly 
ahead, yet it was clear they did not expect to run 
into him yet. 

Peering through the boughs, Jim hastily iden- 
tified them with the descriptions in the Aklavik 
office. He must remember that the taller, stockier 
fellow had a bad right arm. When they were 
about fifty feet away, he barked out the order to 
surrender. 

Startled, both men fell back a little. Recover- 
ing, they fired at once in the direction from which 
his voice had come. The bullets embedded them- 
selves in tree trunks. 
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Thorne repeated his command. Shots were 
again the response. 

This time he let his own weapon speak for him, 
sending the first bullets over their heads, then 
aiming directly at the shorter man’s wrist. The 
German’s gun dropped; clasping his injured hand 
he turned and stumbled away through the trees. 

In that minute of divided attention, the other 
German had crept up on Thorne’s left. As he lev- 
eled his gun at the Mounty, a quiet gray shadow 
leaped from the ground and threw itself, full 
weight, against him. Together they went down 
ina struggling mass of desperate man and savage 
dog. There was a confusion of churning snow, 
cracking boughs, and an exploding revolver. 

Torn by fear that the bullet might have hit Sil- 
ver Chief, Jim rushed into the middle of this fight 
and separated them. Then, reassured that the 
animal was unharmed, he pointed to the other 
German, who could now be seen only dimly 
through the woods, and said, “Get him, Chief!” 

At his feet the man who was supposed to be 
handicapped by a bad right arm lay with eyes 
closed, apparently exhausted from his struggle 
with the animal. His gun lay in limp fingers. As 
Thorne leaned over to grasp it, the fingers tight- 
ened like a flash and struck out with the blunt, 
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heavy weapon. The Mounty received this unex- 
pected blow on his shoulder. For a second he 
staggered back, then as the German attempted 
to rise, Jim knocked him down and, reaching for 
the right arm, gave it a twist. 

The Nazi cried out with pain, and the next min- 
ute the officer had him disarmed and manacled. 
“Get up!” he ordered, then, “March!” 

With a pistol against the prisoner’s shoulders, 
he pushed him in the direction the Chief had just 
gone. 

A few minutes later they overtook the second 
man. He was lying face down in the snow with 
the big dog standing above him on guard. When 
Thorne called off Silver Chief, the man contin- 
ued prostrate, shaking with terror. It was plain 
' that both of the Nazis feared this powerful ani- 
mal more than bullets. 

Jim bandaged the wounded German’s wrist 
temporarily. Fastening his captives together and 
making them lead the way, he started in search of 
Blaine’s missing sledge. As he had expected, the 
two dogs were already dead. Salvaging the few 
remaining supplies and blankets, he strapped 
them in bundles on the Nazis’ backs. 

In English as smooth as a professor’s, the taller, 
stockier man now broke into dignified protest: 
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“You will pay dearly for this mistake, Policeman. 
Without reason you have arrested and injured 
innocent men. Now you would force us to carry 
for you like dogs. My brother and I are making a 
special survey of this territory for the Canadian 
Government. When the authorities learn how we 
have been treated, your career will be at an end.” 

For a second humor flickered through Jim’s 
mind. They were undoubtedly making a survey 
of a sort, but it was a survey limited to routes by 
which they might escape from the country. They 
did not begin to guess how enormously interested 
the Canadian Government really was in the mat- 
ter. As for threats to his career, Jim wished law- 
breakers would find something more original to 
say. Almost every criminal he had ever caught 
had started out by giving him that warning. 

This little byplay had not halted him one sec- 
ond in his work of securing their packs. As he 
finished, the shorter German added his bit. “You 
have not even told us why we were attacked and 
arrested,” he said reproachfully. “Is this the jus- 
tice the English talk of so much?” 

“Since you’re working for the Government you 
ought to know,” Thorne replied easily. 

“We do know,” the other went on as if trying 
to persuade an unreasonable child to understand. 
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“And we know also that no fair-minded English 
officer would force a wounded man to carry a load. 
It is not sporting.” 

“But, you see, this is Canada,” the Mounty re- 
turned. “Maybe we’re a little tougher over here. 
If you’d been around a little longer you’d know 
Canadians think it isn’t sporting to shoot an in- 
nocent man in the back. March!” 

“You filthy swine!” the taller man blazed out 
suddenly. 

“That’s better!” Jim told him. “You sound 
more like a Nazi now. March, unless you want 
the dog to take care of you again!” Without an- 
other word they moved forward as he directed. 

Having arrived where his own team was hid- 
den, he rearranged the load and was soon on the 
trail northward. Jim’s first thought was that 
they would have to seek shelter for the night in 
the cabin where Blaine’s body rested. But he real- 
ized that at least two more hours of driving were 
possible before darkness shut down completely. 
He decided to push on and camp in the open. 

The Germans marched along sullenly, stum- 
bling as they went. Some of this was due to clum- 
siness with snowshoes, but a good deal, Thorne 
knew, was being done simply to delay progress. 
Each minute they could slow down the journey 
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was an extra one in which to plan escape. It was 
also an extra minute of handicap for him. 

He called out sharply, “Supplies are limited. 
The longer this trip takes, the less there will be 
to eat on the way. If you lose time for us, your 
rations will be cut in proportion. In that case you 
will grow weak and I may have to leave you on 
the trail.” 

The sudden manner in which their shoulders 
lifted told Jim that his words had given them 
hope. This was no moment for mercy. 

At once he added slowly, “A starving man alone 
is no match for cold and wolves.” 

After that their pace was much steadier, and 
he had no occasion to speak to them again. 

Once more in his place as lead dog, Silver Chief 
moved forward on the trail as fast as Thorne 
would permit him. For the first time in days noth- 
ing was pulling him away from routine duties. 
The tormenting scent of danger which his mem- 
ory had somehow connected with these men and 
Pat still clung to them, but they were now safely 
in his master’s keeping. When one of them had 
threatened Jim, the dog had found a savage de- 
lightin attack. Now he was satisfied; his personal 
interest in this chase had come to an end. 





XIII 


A RACE WITH TIME 


HE frozen world was almost black with 
night by the time Thorne and his prisoners 
arrived at what he considered a suitable camping 
site. This, a small strip of wooded land, lay set 
apart from the snowy plain like an island in a 
river. It was not large enough to harbor wolves 
and there seemed to be, so far as could be seen 
through the dim light, a number of fallen trees to 
supply firewood in plenty. 
Jim’s first act was to tie the injured Nazi to 


146 





A RACE WITH TIME 147 


one of these dead trunks. Then, releasing Silver 
‘Chief, he placed him as guard over the second 
man and set this prisoner to gathering wood. As 
the fire caught and flames roared upward, the 
Mounty unharnessed and fed the team, then pre- 
pared supper. When the silent meal had been 
eaten, he took the ax from the sledge and helped 
the wood-gatherer stack up enough logs to last 
the night. 

Only after these essential tasks had been done, 
did Thorne get out his first-aid kit and attend to 
injuries. The wrist wound was not a severe one; 
swiftly it was cleansed and bandaged. Going to 
the second man he used an antiseptic on the cuts 
and scratches the German had received in his 
tussle with Silver Chief. Jim’s own shoulder 
ached from the pistol blow. Examination showed 
a large bruise, and for several days this would 
continue stiff and sore. Under present conditions 
this could not be relieved, so he paid no further 
attention to it. 

Efficiently the officer made arrangements for 
the night. With the fire fed to last for hours and 
his prisoners secured and well wrapped in all the 
covers that could be spared from Blaine’s sup- 
plies and his own, he set the Chief on guard at 
their feet. With every weapon safe in his own 
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keeping, he crawled into his sleeping bag and 
promptly drowsed. 

Years of such watches had made Thorne almost 
as alert as his dog. Each time one of the captives 
turned over, the Mounty’s eyes opened. Once Sil- 
ver Chief growled. His master awoke instantly 
to see one of the Germans sitting up and looking 
about him. As a precaution, Jim had tied each 
man’s ankles. It was enough to hobble him in 
standing or in trying to walk, but not enough to 
interfere with circulation. The prisoner was evi- 
dently testing these knots. He must have grown 
discouraged, for, after a few minutes, he lay back 
in his blankets. 

Thorne had shown no sign of being awake and 
watching this performance, but now he rose and 
freshened the fire. Startled and wondering how 
much his captor had seen, the fellow muttered 
something under his breath in German about an 
accursed dog. 

So you don’t like the Chief, Jim said to himself. 
I understood that much of your lingo, at least, 
though I hope you don’t try using more of it on me. 
If you do, I’m going to have a tough time of it. 

Lying down again, Jim watched the new logs 
catch. From the distance came the scream of some 
small animal brought to earth. Branches on the 
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trees about them snapped with cold. They sounded 
like small, exploding firecrackers, set off with- 
out purpose or regularity. An Arctic owl whirred 
by. To Thorne these night noises of the north 
woods were as familiar as friendly voices. They 
were all ties binding him to this wild, lonely world 
that he loved, in spite of its cruelty to every living 
creature. 

At moments like this the thought of retiring to 
an office job and leaving the deep snows and roar- 
ing storms forever seemed impossible. Yet he 
would have to do it before long. For that reason 
he had built his home miles across the continent 
in the Laurentians. In that gentler section not far 
from a big city, Frances and Donald were safe 
and warm tonight, under their own roof. Close 
as they were in his thoughts, his wife and son had 
no personal connection with this part of his life, 
nor did he want them to experience its bitterness 
and suffering. 

Frances had courage and would have lived any- 
where he wished, but the Northwest Territory 
was a hard place for a woman. It was true that at 
present all Donald talked about was following his 
father’s career in service with the Royal Cana- 
dian Mounted Police. Ten years from now, 
though, the boy would probably seek adventure, 
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not by dogsledge, but in the skies as so many 
young men were doing today. 

Abruptly Jim switched his thoughts to the jour- 
ney ahead and began to plan. Between here and 
Aklavik, he must follow the shortest route pos- 
sible. Three important reasons dictated this 
course: food, the local accomplice, and the Gov- 
ernment’s insistence on keeping this case abso- 
lutely quiet. 

His supplies were sufficient to last one man for 
about a week only; he now had three to feed. The 
dogs’ meat would not last more than four days. 
Even with short cuts there would still be about 
a hundred miles to cover. Since the prisoners 
would have to walk, the team’s speed would be 
slowed down to less than half its usual rate. Or- 
dinarily he could obtain additional supplies at the 
first occupied cabin, but not now, for people must 
be avoided. Cameron Post, of course, would have 
to be by-passed. With the helper still unidentified, 
that settlement in particular remained under sus- 
picion. This was also true, though to a lesser de- 
gree, about the occupants of lonely cabins. 

For a moment he considered taking in French 
Pete’s place. Le Brun would help him out with 
fresh meat and other things, and keep quiet about 
it. Also, this would furnish an opportunity to talk 
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about the young Indian, and learn what informa- 
tion Pete, himself, had picked up. Such a stop 
might prove helpful in many ways, but common 
sense warned him against it. Too many trappers 
crossed the river just below the French-Cana- 
dian’s winter cabin, and there was too much risk 
of meeting one or more of them. At this stage of 
the game he could not afford to scare off that local 
man, if the fellow had quietly returned home. 
Knowing that the Mounty had never gotten close 
enough on the trail to see him, the accomplice 
probably believed himself safe, provided the Ger- 
mans did not blab. 

Since the authorities demanded such secrecy 
about this affair, the only thing to do was keep 
clear of every man, woman, and child. The news 
that Sergeant Thorne had two strangers in cus- 
tody would occasion plenty of talk and question- 
ing even in this isolated district. In time, the word 
would spread; then the “fat would be in the fire” 
for certain, for the authorities would empty their 
wrath on the heads of the Chief Inspector at Ak- 
lavik, as well as on Sergeant Thorne. 

Well, it was to be hoped luck would stay with 
him by keeping people at home, Jim told himself, 
and turned over for another nap. 

At four o’clock the officer was up again to start 
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the day. After a hurried breakfast, he took stock 
of supplies and rationed them carefully. If they 
passed empty cabins, he would have to take what- 
ever was to be found. This would break the un- 
written law of the North, where a man helped 
himself to what was necessary for the moment 
but always left behind something for another’s 
urgent need. Also, if a good opportunity offered, 
he would have to stop long enough to hunt down 
something for the dogs. 

Progress was fair that day and when they 
passed an empty cabin near dusk, Thorne decided 
to stop for the night. There he found enough on 
the shelves to take care of a scanty supper and 
breakfast, but this did not help the team. 

The third day he flushed some small game and 
brought down enough to feed the dogs for one 
meal. His prisoners glanced longingly at the fresh 
meat and muttered to themselves. 

As the journey progressed, the captives, know- 
ing that with each mile their chance to escape was 
growing slimmer, became more desperate. Reck- 
lessly they slogged along, whispering ever more 
frequently to each other and darting black scowls 
of hatred toward the officer and the lead dog. 

In this backwoods area a dwelling was seldom 
to be seen. In one way this was fortunate, for 
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Thorne had no worry about meeting people. On 
the other hand, it meant fewer additional sup- 
plies than he had hoped to find. 

On the fourth afternoon snow began to fall 
heavily. As yet, there was little wind, but when 
they finally stumbled on an empty cabin in which 
to shelter that night, Jim felt relieved. When he 
found several small tins of corned beef and a half 
tin of coffee on the otherwise empty shelves, his 
spirits lifted. Nothing could fully take the place 
of fresh meat for the dogs ae the corned stuff 
would help out. 

The Germans glanced hungrily at this find. If 
they expect to fill up on the beef, they were cer- 
tainly doomed to disappointment, the Mounty 
thought to himself. In the North, a man’s team 
was always given first consideration. Any driver 
with a grain of sense would tighten his own belt 
in order to keep his Huskies running. If the dogs 
stopped, that meant the end for him as well as 
for them. 

When the prisoners discovered that only one 
tin of beef was to be added to the slender meal, 
they broke into open complaint. 

Jim, who had shared equally with them all 
along, made only one answer, “My stomach’s just 
as empty as yours!” 
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Paying no attention to his statement they con- 
tinued to grumble, and the officer watched their 
every move. He realized that their smoldering 
desperation was reaching the point of explosion. 
There was no telling what they would attempt. 
Tired as he was, he forced himself to keep awake 
much of that night, since the Chief was beginning 
to tire also and might not be so alert as usual. 
It was a relief when the hour for rising finally 
came. 

All night the snow had fallen and there was no 
promise of its stopping soon. 

The shorter German’s wrist injury was heal- 
ing nicely and for a day or more Thorne had made 
him help with the preparation of food. This morn- 
ing the prisoner freshened up the fire and after 
setting a kettle of water and the coffeepot to boil, 
he laid the table. 

With Silver Chief as usual on guard at his heels, 
the other captive went out to get wood from the 
supply in the shed. Usually, when their hands 
were freed for work, the Mounty permitted 
neither out of his sight. This morning, though, 
weariness made him less careful. Without think- 
ing, he saw the door close behind man and dog, 
then went about his own task of stripping the 
bunks. As he did this, the smell of hot coffee 
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reached his nostrils and he felt grateful to the 
owner of this cabin for leaving that stimulant on 
the shelf. A cup was just what he needed. 

Suddenly a creaking floor board close to him 
made Jim turn. He looked up just in time to dodge 
the ketile of boiling water that came hurtling 
through the air in his direction. With a crash, it 
hit the floor a few inches away. The scalding con- 
tents hissed on the cold floor boards and spat- 
tered his boots. 

The next second, Thorne had the German cov- 
ered and manacled. At the same instant he heard 
Silver Chief yelp. This was followed at once by a 
man’s agonizing screams. Knowing that the hand- 
cuffed prisoner in the cabin could not get far even 
if he tried, Thorne left him where he was and 
made his way as swiftly as possible through the 
snow to the woodshed. There he found the Nazi 
on the floor and the dog mauling him savagely. 
Pulling off the Chief, Jim stooped down. Three 
jagged wounds marked the man’s face and an- 
other, his neck, just missing the jugular vein. 

Wondering exactly what had happened, Thorne 
looked down and saw that Silver Chief was sway- 
ing. From a wound just above the animal’s right 
foreleg, blood was streaming. With fury burning 
in him, Jim helped the Chief into the cabin, laid 
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him down carefully and temporarily stanched the 
injury. Catching up extra handcuffs, he pushed 
the other German ahead of him and went back to 
the man in the shed. 

He now saw what he had missed on the first trip 
—a rusty hatchet wet with blood. Evidently the 
fellow had found this under the wood and had 
used it promptly in an attempt to kill the dog. 
Hither his weak right arm had failed in striking 
or the Chief had been too quick, for the blow must 
have been directed at the animal’s head. 

Even while he noted these things, Thorne was 
busy unlocking and shifting handcuffs. When he 
finished, both of the wounded man’s wrists were 
fastened to those of his comrade, who now stood 
at his head. 

“Grasp his body with your hands, as I lift his 
feet!” Thorne said crisply. 

In this fashion they carried the other into the 
house and laid him on a bunk. After one glance 
at his companion in the light, the other German 
paled. 

Jim freed his wrists and warned, “One false 
move from you now and I'll shoot to kill. If there 
is any hot water left in the kettle pour it in a 
basin and bring it to me with a towel.” 
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Obeying this order, the Nazi carried it to the 
bunk where his comrade lay. 

“Here!” Jim called from the floor at the Chief’s 
side. 

The other’s eyes widened. “But my friend will 
die,” he began, then left the sentence unfinished. 

“He'll die all right,” was the answer, “but prob- 
ably not here. When you’ve brought everything 
Ineed, you can go wash him up.” 

Silver Chief lay silent with eyes half closed, 
as his master tenderly cut off the thick, blood- 
stained hair, then sterilized and packed the gash. 
In his lifetime the dog had been injured many 
times but this wound was the worst he had ever 
received. Jim was sick at heart because he had not 
accompanied the Nazi and the animal to the shed. 
The hatchet had cut through the shoulder mus- 
cles clear to the bone. The greatest immediate 
danger lay in blood poisoning, for the hatchet had 
been old and rusted. At the moment, Thorne 
would willingly have given every cent he pos- 
sessed for an injection of antitetanus serum. 
Even if the Chief would escape blood poisoning 
and recover, it was doubtful if the injured ten- 
dons would ever permit him to lead a team again. 

Only when the wound had been neatly band- 
aged and taped, and the dog placed for warmth 
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on a fur robe, did the Mounty turn his attention 
to the prisoner in the bunk. 

Afterwards, he ate breakfast and thought 
grimly to himself that if he had needed the coffee 
before he needed it doubly now. He put on meat 
to cook for broth for the Chief, then with the 
other man as helper, fed the dogs and brought 
in piles of wood. 

Snow was still coming down and under present 
circumstances there was nothing to do but stay 
in this cabin until the next day, at least. Whether 
they set out then would depend mainly on the 
Chief’s condition. 

That afternoon the dog’s temperature rose, and 
Thorne sat beside him almost constantly, force- 
feeding him broth and snow water. The dog 
jerked restlessly in his sleep, relaxing only when 
his master’s hand gently stroked his head. 

In the bunk the wounded German moaned fit- 
fully and complained of his companion’s nursing. 
By evening the fellow seemed no worse. The bites 
he had received were ugly, but they had bled 
freely and infection seemed unlikely. In this case, 
shock had done as much damage as anything else, 
for in dreams the German cried out again and 
again about the dog. 

Through the night Jim kept careful vigil beside 
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the Chief, dozing fitfully between times. For se- 
curity he had again manacled the uninjured man, 
but since the combined attempt to escape had 
failed utterly, the fellow seemed to have become 
resigned to his fate. 

About two in the morning, examination re- 
vealed that the dog’s fever had broken and his 
sleep was quieter. After a moment or two, Thorne 
went over to his bunk and relaxed completely. 
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XIV 
SOLVING THE PUZZLE 


HEN they rose next morning the snow had 
stopped falling. 

Thorne went at once to Silver Chief’s side and 
found the dog’s eyes brighter and his nose cooler 
to the touch. His temperature was still a little 
higher than normal, but if it did not soar again 
by midmorning, serious infection was not likely 
to develop. 

Next Jim looked at the patient in the bunk. As 
usual the German snarled complaints. He was 
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badly scarred, but in general seemed no worse 
than on the previous day. If no change occurred 
in either the dog’s or the man’s conditions, the 
Mounty determined to risk continuing the jour- 
ney around noon. 

At this moment Jim’s deepest concern was for 
food. Rations had been slim enough before the 
trouble; the extra day’s delay was cutting them 
down to a minimum. If he had dared to leave the 
prisoners and the injured dog alone, he would 
have hunted for game. As it was, he had to stay 
right here to safeguard the Chief against any 
harm. | 

Fortunately the sick could be kept on limited 
diet. On the other hand, since they would have 
to ride the sledge, the pull on the team would make 
progress much slower. The dogs must be kept go- 
ing, so they would have to be fed the bulk of what 
was left. Thorne and the other prisoner would 
be forced to live on precious little. Since one had 
to drive and the other to help pull, lack of food 
would tax their strength to the limit. When called 
upon to use energy in the bitter cold, the human 
body raged in an unceasing demand for nourish- 
ment. 

About eleven o’clock, after another examina- 
tion of his patients, the officer decided to push on. 
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In a nest of furs and blankets the sick German 
was set against the back rest of the sledge, and Sil- 
ver Chief strapped down at his feet. When every- 
thing else was in readiness, Thorne twisted the 
Chief’s part of the harness into a noose. Then 
motioning the other prisoner to the head of the 
team, he started to slip the noose over the man’s 
shoulders. 

For an instant trouble seemed about to break 
out in earnest. The German’s hands and feet were 
both free, and at this latest indignity he blazed 
into violent speech. 

Jim drew a revolver in warning and ordered 
in a voice as frigid as the air they breathed, “Get 
in there and pull while I drive!” 

Then, with the matter attended to satisfacto- 
rily, he fell back to the side of the sledge, caught 
up reins and whip, and cracked out the signal to 
mush. 

From his strapped position, Silver Chief 
groaned over the inability to rise and respond 
to his master’s voice. The team surged forward 
and in doing so knocked down their new leader. 
Without help the man managed to get up on his 
feet and after that moved faster. 

The rate of speed at which they were proceed- 
ing would not overtax his strength, for the fresh 
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snow made progress slow. Thorne called direc- 
tions ahead and as the German broke trail, the 
dogs followed, straining to free their legs from 
the soft, clinging mass that hampered each step. 
Sinking deeply, the sledge runners threatened 
every minute to upset the load. 

The Mounty plowed along, driving expertly, 
encouraging the team, steadying the sledge as 
it swayed, keeping a watchful eye on the sick dog 
and man. It was plain that these two did not enjoy 
having each other for traveling companions. The 
injured German seemed possessed by fear that 
somehow the animal at his feet would free itself 
and attack him again. Silver Chief did nothing to 
lessen this feeling of terror. When he was not 
napping or looking toward his master, he kept 
a steady, watchful gaze on this enemy. His eyes 
seemed to be promising further punishment at 
the first opportunity in the future. 

About two o’clock Jim called a halt to rest the 
Huskies for a quarter of an hour. In that time the 
three men had hot tea and a little food. Silver 
Chief was fed broth and a few scraps of meat. 

They did not sto again until nightfall. No 
cabin had been seen for hours and they had to 
camp in the open. Supper used up the last of their 
food, except tea, coffee, and sugar. For the dogs 
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there remained sufficient meat for one slim meal 
the next day. They must reach Aklavik by the 
next evening—it was the only thing to do: there 
was no alternative. 

When, after an almost superhuman effort they 
succeeded in doing this, Thorne turned over the 
prisoners, gave the team into safekeeping, and 
leaving Silver Chief on a bench in the outer office, 
went in to see the Chief Inspector. 

The Old Man stared at him. “Well, Jim,” he ex- 
claimed, “they tell me you’ve delivered the goods 
as usual, but you certainly look as though you’ve 
been through a nightmare. Sit down and let’s have 
a full report.” 

“Tf you don’t mind, sir, I’d like Doc Wallace to 
look at the Chief first. Then, before I talk, I’d bet- 
ter get some grub in me. We ate our last meal 
twenty-four hours ago.” 

“Sit down in that comfortable chair,” was the 
answer. “T’ll have Wallace come right along and 
the restaurant can send you a good meal up here 
in a hurry.” 

The doctor appeared soon after the food was 
brought in. “Jim,” he said, “I’ve been out there 
examining the Chief. You took good care of that 
injury. How did he get it?” 

“From a rusty hatchet.” 
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The physician frowned. “It’s a wonder blood 
poisoning didn’t set in.” 

“That’s what I was afraid of,” Thorne admit- 
ted, setting down his cup. “Can you tell me any- 
thing about that muscle?” 

The pause following answered the question 
before Wallace spoke again. “I’d give something 
pretty if I didn’t have to say this, but you’ve prob- 
ably already guessed it. The Chief will recover. 
~ He’lleven be able to run about some—but I’m very 
much afraid he’ll never have the strength in that 
foreleg to lead a team again.” 

Jim Thorne sat in silence, with the unfinished 
meal before him, trying to accept this painful fact 
which he had suspected from the first but refused 
to believe. 

Then he said slowly, “Can you look after him 
until he’s well? I’ve got to get on the road again 
at once.” 

“Certainly, and he’ll get the best care we can 
give him, I promise you that. Will you be back 
soon?” 

“T hope so.” 

“That’s all right then. He’ll improve much 
faster if he isn’t grieving for you.” 

“You’re absolutely sure, are you, Doc?” inter- 
rupted the Chief Inspector. “Because you're tell- 
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ing the Royal Mounted that they’ve lost the best 
lead dog in the country.” 

“I realize it,” was the frank reply, then turn- 
mg to Jim, the doctor added, “eat the rest of that 
meal and get a good night’s sleep before you start 
anywhere again.” The next minute he was gone. 

Shortly afterwards Thorne gave the Chief In- 
spector a report of all that had happened since 
their last meeting. 

“Well, Headquarters has been notified and 
' the plane ought to arrive in another two hours. 
That will take the prisoners off our hands, though 
I explained that this Territory has a charge of 
murder against them. Meanwhile, they’re being 
questioned. I don’t suppose they’ll talk until con- 
fronted by their accomplice. You haven’t any 
ideas about his identity?” 

Jim told him about the young Indian. “French 
Pete may have found out something, and when 
we put two and two together we may have some 
real information. By the way, he hasn’t sent me 
a letter here, has he?” 

“No. Was he supposed to?” the Old Man looked 
a little concerned, and Thorne hastened to ex- 
plain just how much he had told the French- 
Canadian, and the writing code they had ar- 
ranged, 





SOLVING THE PUZZLE 171 


“What do you want done about Blaine’s body?” 
Jim asked next. 

“T’ll send someone down to pick that up. You'll 
have enough on your hands finding that local 
helper. So far you’ve done a grand job on this as- 
signment!” 

“Thanks! I think now I’d better get back to 
Cameron as soon as possible.” 

“We'll have a fresh team and supplies ready for 
you tomorrow morning. In the meantime do what 
Wallace suggested—sleep and eat!” He held out 
his hand. “I’m sorry about your dog, Jim, I know 
what he means to you.” 

After leaving the office, Thorne spent a few 
minutes with Silver Chief. Then he took a steam- 
ing hot bath and fell into bed. 

The next thing he knew, someone was knocking 
on his door to say that everything was ready 
whenever he wished to go. He ate breakfast, 
dashed off a note to his family, and stopped in once 
more to see the Chief before starting out. 

The new team proved strong and fresh. Since 
their load was light, Thorne drove most of the 
way sitting down. When he finally arrived at 
Cameron he felt more rested than in many days. 
He headed straight for the Trading Post. There 
he would learn promptly if anyone had stumbled 
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across the cabin sheltering Blaine’s body, or if 
Sergeant Thorne had been seen traveling with 
two men in custody. 

His unexpected appearance surprised every- 
one. He exchanged greetings with Mac, Hughes, 
and several other men, then swung Pat up in his 
arms. 

“Sergeant Jim, is the Chief outside?” she asked 
in the next breath. 

“T left the Chief and the other dogs with friends 
for a rest, and drove a whole new team down 
here.” 

The child showed her disappointment. Then 
she went on, “My father hasn’t come yet. Did you 
see him?” 

“Yes, I saw him,” the Mounty told her, winc- 
ing inwardly. “Now you run along for a minute 
and let me talk with Uncle Mac.” 

One thing was sure. No one present knew about 
Blaine. He had watched their faces as the child 
mentioned her father, and expressions had re- 
mained unchanged. He walked with MacDonald 
to the rear of the room. 

“Lately I’ve been wishing you were around, 
Jim,” Mac began, “but I certainly never expected 
to see you so soon.” 

“Something doing?” 
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“Nothin’ you can really lay your hands on.” 
The trader stopped to light his pipe. After sev- 
eral puffs he went on, “I’ve a feelin’ there’s trouble 
brewin’ between one of the Indians and a white 
man, and you never know where that’s going to 
lead. Even when it’s just a matter of a stolen fox- 
skin, the Indians can stir up a pretty big rumpus. 
In the case of a girl . . .” he shook his head. 

“Suppose you start at the beginning, Mac.” 

MacDonald told him about the young Indian’s 
visit to the store. “Since then,” he continued, 
“there have been rumors goin’ around. When 
white men or breeds spread tales, I don’t take 
much stock in them, but these seem to have come 
from Indians.” 

“Where’s this fellow live?” 

The trader described the location of the vil- 
lage. “You’ve been there, haven’t you?” 

Jim nodded. “What’s he look like?” 

After supplying this information, Mac said, 
“T hope what I’ve told you won’t get him into 
trouble. Swift-as-Wind has always been a decent 
young fellow and I have the feelin’ some white 
man’s served him a dirty trick.” 

“Swift-as-Wind—is that his name?” 

“Tt’s what most of them call him. He’s the fast- 
est runner in this section.” 
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“I agree with you it might bear looking into, 
particularly if he’s always behaved himself. May- 
be we can save him from doing something rash.” 

“Are you opening up the police cabin?” 

“No, ’m making another patrol.” 

“Well, stay here for supper and the night.” 

“T’d like to, but I think I’ll keep going this after- 
noon. If nothing happens I’Il be back soon.” 

Hughes walked up. “Sergeant, did you know 
Blaine hadn’t come yet?” 

“So Pat said,” Jim answered, then said, “so 
long.” He stopped to talk for a few minutes with 
the little girl, and promising to come again soon 
went outside. 

Cutting through the bush toward French 
Pete’s, Thorne thought of the young Indian, 
Swift-as-Wind. So that was the fellow’s name, 
and that was why he had been able to cut through 
woods and catch up with Thorne’s sledge that 
morning more than two weeks ago. Being the 
fastest runner in the district also explained how 
he could have trailed the hated white man and his 
two passengers. 

After arriving at Le Brun’s, the Mounty talked 
at length with the trapper. Seriously, he consid- 
ered Pete’s two suspects, the Swede and French 
Charlie. | 
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Abruptly he asked, “Do you know a young In- 
dian called Swift-as-Wind?” 

“Yes, his lines cross mine.” 

“What kind of fellow is he?” 

“A good Indian, dat one!” 

“Has he had any trouble with a white man, do 
you know?” 

Le Brun looked surprised. “I ’ave not ’ear.” He 
. seemed trying to recall a memory. “Now, I know!” 
he exclaimed. “Sarzhan’, in dat village dere is 
trouble, but Indian trouble—ol’ one an’ young 
one.” 

“Who told you?” 

“A breed.” 

“Who is the woman French Charlie’s marry- 
ing?” 

“He don’ tell.” 

“White or Indian?” 

Pete shrugged his shoulders expressively in 
ignorance. 

“And you’ve never heard of any trouble be- 
tween Swift-as-Wind and either the Swede, or 
Charlie?” 

“Non, Sarzhan’.” 

“Well, Pete, the fact remains that Swift-as- 
Wind has a grudge against some white man and 
a girl is mixed up with it all.” 
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The French-Canadian’s eyes lighted suddenly. 
“So-o! You believe, Sarzhan’, dat is girl Charlie 
marry?” 

“Perhaps! Let’s suppose Swift-as-Wind wants 
to marry a maiden in his village. A white man 
wishes to marry the same girl. Perhaps he drives 
a better bargain with the father than Swift-as- 
Wind can do and is promised the maid. This makes 
the young brave angry with both the father and 
the white man. In earlier days, he would have 
had the white man’s scalp, but now if he uses vio- 
lence the white man’s law will kill him. Then luck 
comes his way. He catches his enemy doing some- 
thing queer. Just about that time a white police- 
man happens along. Swift-as-Wind slips through 
the woods secretly, heads off the policeman, and 
gives him this information. Then the youth waits 
for something to happen. Nothing does. His en- 
emy is as free as ever. The policeman does not 
return. So Swift-as-Wind runs wild. He begins 
to quarrel with other white men, and to talk 
against them to the young Indians of his vil- 
lage—” Thorne stopped abruptly, then finished, 
“And here we are!” 

Pete, who had been listening with the deepest 
interest and nodding agreement to most details, 
now raised one objection, “But, Sarzhan’, how 
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could Charlie offair more dan brave did, un- 
less—” 

“Unless he had suddenly found some money,” 
Thorne said, “and that’s what I have to discover. 
You said that the Indian’s lines cross yours, Pete. 
When does he usually work them?” 

“FEarly.” 

“And you?” 

“Bout same time.” 

“T’ll go down there with you in the morning, 
then part company. I want to see him alone.” 
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XV 
“BY THIS LAW I SWEAR!” 


ARLY the following morning the two men 
set out on foot for the place where they were 
likely to meet Swift-as-Wind. Pete took care of 
his traps in that vicinity, then moved on his way 
swiftly. Jim stationed himself behind a clump of 
trees to wait. Shortly afterwards the Indian ap- 
proached. If he had not been lost in unhappy 
thought, he would have become aware of Thorne’s 
presence earlier. 
When the youth was within ten yards, Jim 
178 
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stepped out and said softly, “Swift-as-Wind, I 
want to talk to you alone.” Adding helpful ges- 
tures, he slowly repeated this statement. 

Motionless, the Indian stood where he was as 
if poised for immediate flight. For an instant 
the black eyes flickered in recognition, then the 
lids shuttered them. His lips made no sound, but 
the officer knew that the other was now as alert 
as a wild animal to any move that might be made. 
The next minute the young man turned and 
slipped like a shadow into the deeper woods. 

Thorne followed. When they had arrived at 
a hidden spot where other trackers were unlikely 
to come, Swift-as-Wind stopped and facing about, 
spoke for the first time, “What policeman want?” 

“To help you,” Jim said first in English, then 
in the other’s own tongue. 

There now began for the second an between 
these two a conversation that was a mixture of 
simple English and Indian dialect. The youth 
made it clear that he wanted no help from any- 
one, particularly a white man. 

With a nod of understanding, Thorne said, 
“One white man your enemy; other white men 
your friends.” 

The youth contradicted stubbornly. He had no 
interest in white men, friends, or enemies. 
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“But you told me of the three white men go- 
ing south,” the Mounty put into the broken 
speech. 

This was received in silence. Then Swift-as- 
Wind muttered something about working his 
lines. He took a step forward restlessly. 

He’s nervous, Jim thought to himself, knowing 
that Indians could stand still indefinitely. If any- 
thing were to be accomplished by this conversa- 
tion, now was the time to get tough. 

“You want the driver to marry the maiden?” 
he asked. 

The young man’s expression remained as 
wooden as before but for a second his right hand 
twitched. In the next breath words poured from 
his lips. 

Able to understand only a part of this, Jim let 
the speech run its course before replying. “I can 
help you. What is that driver’s name?” 

Silence followed. Then, as if the words were 
being torn from him, the Indian explained that 
doing what the policeman asked would not help. 
Already there had been trouble with the maiden’s 
father. This would make more. The old man would 
be very angry. If his daughter did not marry the 
white man, he would give her to someone else, 
never to Swift-as-Wind himself. 
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“Her father will not know. If you tell me your 
enemy’s name, it shall be a secret between you 
and me,” came the promise. 

“By what law will the policeman swear?” 

Jim pushed aside his parka and pointed to the 
badge on his tunic. Realizing how seriously In- 
dians thought of symbols, he said in a solemn 
voice, “By this law, the high law of the white man, 
I swear your people shall not know. This law will 
punish your enemy. You can go back to your vil- 
lage and live at peace.” 

There was no further hesitation. The next in- 
stant he had the information that French Charlie 
was the man he sought, and that Charlie had been 
at home for several days. 

As on the previous occasion, the young Indian 
disappeared without another word, and Thorne 
made his way thoughtfully back to French Pete’s 
where he had left his team. 

The job now was to pin the guilt on Charlie. 
There was no material evidence to connect him 
with the Germans. Trappers came and went 
through the snows about their work and no one 
checked their movements. This was particularly 
true of the man in question, whose recent ab- 
sences from the trap lines would mean to his 
neighbors only that he had lazily remained in his 
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cabin while others worked. Apparently no one 
had seen him with strangers except the young 
Indian who was naturally interested in every- 
thing his rival did. For that matter, as far as 
strangers were concerned, it was as though they 
had never been, as far as the trappers were inter- 
ested. True, there had been boot tracks, but the 
men who had made them seemed to have become 
invisible as they passed through the Cameron dis- 
trict. Jim would certainly be interested in know- 
ing what Headquarters had learned about the 
Nazis’ progress in this particular section. 

There was no evidence against Charlie; there 
was also no witness, now that Jim had sworn to 
keep the Indian’s name secret. Under these cir- 
cumstances the guilty man would have to be 
caught somehow in the net of his own speech. 
If this could be done, again a witness would be 
needed to legalize the testimony. Pete, who al- 
ready knew more than anyone else, was the logi- 
cal man to help, but Thorne hesitated to ask one 
French-Canadian to testify against another even 
though the two had little to do with each other. 
Also, if Pete did so, he would at once become an 
object of suspicion in the neighborhood. The ay- 
erage man trusted the law, but distrusted any 
civilian who worked with it. 
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Well, the cloud of suspicion had finally been 
lifted from the other men around here. As for 
the one to help from now on—MacDonald was the 
best choice, for in his position as Post trader he 
represented the Government and no one would 
criticize his helping the police catch a criminal. 

By this time Jim had reached Le Brun’s. He 
sat down and carefully worded a note thanking 
and complimenting the trapper for his efforts. 
Next, he added the warning that the entire affair, 
no matter what might happen, must never be 
mentioned. When finished, the note was read for 
a second time. Then, confident that the wording 
would make it a puzzle to anyone but Pete, he 
placed it on the table and set an iron pot on top 
of it. 

Later the Mounty drove at a leisurely pace up 
the main trail toward Cameron Village. For the 
rest of the day idleness faced him. Not until dusk 
could he and Mac set out, for no suspicions must 
be aroused. 

Halfway to the settlement, Jim became aware 
that another team was hurriedly overtaking his. 
He pulled aside to let it pass. 

The driver did so, then slowed down to a full 
stop and shouted, “Jim, where in the dickens did 
you come from? And where’s the Chief?” 
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Then before an answer could be made, the 
speaker ran on in his usual manner, “When I 
saw you last you were acting sort of queer. I 
knew you were on the hunt for somebody and 
I hope you got him. Say, you haven’t told me 
yet where the Chief is!” 

Jim grinned at Postman Andrews. Then, with 
sudden inspiration, he said, “Soapy, you’re just 
the man I wanted to see. I’ve got a job on my 
hands and I need help. You couldn’t have come 
at a better time.” 

“Tl help you all right, but you still haven’t told 
me about the dog. I want to know about him he- 
fore you go any further.” 

“T left him and the team at Aklavik to rest 
up. They’d had a long, hard run and I was anx- 
ious to get back here.” 

“Don’t tell me they’re having some excitement 
in Cameron!” 

“Well, Cameron doesn’t know it yet, and that’s 
where you come in.” 

“Who is it and what’s the charge?” 

“French Charlie,” Thorne said in a low voice. 
“The charge—accomplice in a murder.” 

“Bury me in a snowdrift,” Soapy murmured. 
“That’s one of the laziest white men alive. I didn’t 
suppose he had energy enough to get into any 
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trouble, let alone that kind. Now what do you 
want me to do?” 

“Be at French Pete’s soon after dusk. Do you 
suppose you can think up a good excuse for leav- 
ing Mac’s at that time?” 

“Yl just say I can’t spend the night and he’ll 
have to get the mail ready early. By the way, 
where will we sleep?” 

“If the plan works, I’d like to push right on. 
I want to get him to Aklavik as fast as possible.” 

Andrews sighed. “Well, I guess I’m not too 
old to lose one night’s rest,” he said. “The team 
can lie around all day at Mac’s and maybe I'll do 
some of that myself. Is little Pat still staying 
with them, or is her father at Cameron?” 

Now what made him ask that last? Jim 
thought silently as he answered, “She’s with Mac 
and Danny.” 

“You know,” Soapy hurried to add, “I have 
a letter for Blaine. I stopped by his place but 
couldn’t find a soul to leave it with. Looked like 
something queer had been going on there. Things 
were in an awful mess, and Blaine has always 
kept his place neat as a pin. Maybe not having 
his wife around is making him careless.” 

“Well, men get that way,” Thorne replied care- 
fully. “It might be better not to mention that 
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to anyone at Cameron. If Danny hears Blaine 
has left home, he’s going to worry his head off. 
The old fellow’s crazy about the youngster, and 
the thought of her leaving is pretty hard on 
him.” 

“Glad you reminded me to keep my mouth 
shut. She’s certainly one nice little girl. You 
know, Jim, most people around here think 
Blaine’s a queer cuss, but he’s got a lot of good 
in him.” 

The Mounty nodded slowly in agreement, then 
hastened to add, “Now don’t forget! It’s French 
Pete’s after dusk, and you’re supposed to be 
hurrying back to Aklavik with the post.” 

“T understand. So long!” With a crack of his 
whip Soapy swung along toward Cameron. 

Thorne turned back to Le Brun’s. The accident 
of Soapy’s arrival just then was the best thing 
that could have happened. Now no local citizen 
need be connected with the affair. The postman 
was not only a Government employee; he could 
help and be out of the section before any news 
broke. Andrews had only one fault—he some- 
times talked too freely, but when ordered to keep 
a secret, he could do it as well as anyone. 

Already Thorne was shaping in his mind a 
plan for tricking the guilty man, provided the 
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fellow was guilty. After all he had only the In- 
dian’s word to that effect. If Swift-as-Wind had 
lied to get rid of the officer, Charlie, being inno- 
cent, would not walk into the trap. Then the 
whole scheme would blow up. However, the risk 
had to be made. 

Pete had not yet reached home when Thorne 
returned for the second time. The Mounty ate 
lunch, tore up the note he had left, and lay down 
for a nap. Later when the trapper came in, they 
had an early supper and a long farewell conversa- 
tion in which Thorne told of his arrangement 
with the postman. 

At the appointed time Andrews drove up. His 
team was put under shelter at the French-Ca- 
nadian’s and he boarded Thorne’s sledge. He was 
equipped with a flashlight, paper, and pencils. 
About fifty yards from Charlie’s the sledge halted 
to let him off, and Thorne drove up, knocked, and 
was admitted. Soapy crept up to the door a few 
minutes later to listen. 

When Charlie recognized his guest, he looked 
disturbed. Then, getting hold of himself, he 
forced a smile and said, “Well, Sergeant, you’re 
on patrol later than usual. Is there something I 
can do for you?” 

Sitting down, Thorne threw back his parka. 
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“Just checking up on a few things, Charlie,” he 
replied and wondered at the difference between 
this French-Canadian’s speech and Pete’s. 

Maybe the fellow’s parents had brought him to 
Canada earlier. Certainly he had attended Ca- 
nadian schools to speak English this well. 

“Have you had a good season?” 

ev a 

“Everybody around here seems to be making 

money,” Thorne continued pleasantly. “You must 
~ have more than most.” 

“Me, Sergeant?” Charlie said as if in pained 
surprise, then shook his head. “I’m afraid ’'m not 
a very good trapper. I do not catch as many as 
my neighbors, so I am always poor.” 

The Mounty relaxed in the chair. “I did not 
mean money for furs, but what the Germans paid 
you for your help,” he explained. 


Charlie’s fat face became ashen. Then he man- ~ 


aged to say slowly between dry lips, “Germans? 
What Germans, Sergeant?” 

Well, the Indian didn’t lie, Thorne told himself 
—he’s guilty all right. “I mean the two Germans 
you took to Blaine’s cabin,” he went on aloud, as 
smoothly as if they were discussing the weather. 
“They should have paid a good deal for your 
services.” 
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“They lie! They lie!’ Charlie shouted. 
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Charlie swallowed and tried to smile again. 
“You must have made a mistake, Sergeant. I 
know no Germans, and where did you say it was 
they were taken?” 

The officer crossed his knees, but his right hand 
slid down to his belt. Then he asked, “Did you 
really think Blaine would not tell, Charlie?” 

The other’s jaw sagged. “But Blaine is dead,” 
he exclaimed. “I saw him fall!” Realizing what 
he had said, Charlie stood as if paralyzed by 
terror. 

Thorne pressed his advantage swiftly home. 
“And if he did not die? And if he and the two Ger- 
mans all say you shot him, what then?” 

“They lie! They lie!” Charlie shouted in a 
frenzy. “I told them not to kill the prospector. I 
knew you would find his body on the trail. They 
said they would take care of you. At the next 
woods, we would make two trails. If you followed 
them, they would be waiting. If you followed me, 
they would shoot you when you drove past. They 
missed you. I saw you turn back. I hurried on.” 
He stopped abruptly, shaking from head to foot. 

“You knew they were enemy Germans, why 
did you help them?” 

“T did not care what they were. I needed 
money,” was the sullen answer. 


192 THE RETURN OF SILVER CHIEF 


Covering him with a revolver, Thorne rose, 
crossed the room, and clicking handcuffs on the 
guilty man, said formally, “I arrest you under the 
Law of Canada: first, for giving aid to the enemy; 
second, as an accomplice in the murder of Frank 
Blaine.” 

“But Blaine—if he talked...” Charlie ob- 
jected, snatching at hope. 

“Frank Blaine is dead and for no reason,” Jim 

answered sharply. 
_ The prisoner’s little pig eyes narrowed and 
stared venomously at his captor. “You tricked 
me, Policeman,” he shot out. “Now I will trick 
you. I will tell the Government all you say is a lie. 
You cannot prove me guilty.” 

“Andrews,” the officer called out, “you can 
come in now.” 

When Soapy entered the room, Charlie saw his 
last hope fade. 

“Did you get it all down?” Jim asked. 

“Yes, though my fingers were getting stiff near 
the end.” 

“Better sign it and give it to me, now.” 

Soapy did so, and the officer carefully read the 
account of his recent conversation with French 
Charlie. “That’s just what I wanted. Thanks. As 
soon as you get warmed up, we'll start.” 
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Turning to the prisoner, Thorne helped him get 
the things he needed for the journey and bank 
the fire so it would gradually die away and cause 
no trouble. Blowing out the light and grasping 
his prisoner firmly by the arm, he led the party 
into the bitter, frozen silence of the northern 
night. 
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HE two sledges made steady progress 

through the night. Each of the three men 
was lost in his own thoughts. The prisoner was 
overcome by despair. Postman Andrews felt 
deeply shocked by the news of Frank Blaine’s 
murder and the fact that strange Germans were 
guilty of the crime. Thorne’s mind busied itself 
with many things: getting the captive safely to 
Aklavik; guessing what the court would do with 
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the three men involved; and wondering how to 
arrange for small Pat Blaine’s future. 

The trip itself was uneventful. Andrews’ team 
was now a little better than the Mounty’s; the 
sledges were about equally loaded. The postman 
made as usual few stops on his return trip, and 

they managed to keep together until they finally 
reached their destination. 

In front of the Post Office the two men parted. 
Keeping his prisoner covered, Jim stepped aside 
for a final word with Andrews. 

“Since both Blaine and Charlie have now disap- 
peared from the Cameron district, there is bound 
to be a lot of talk. The less said the better,” he 
cautioned. “If people can think that Blaine died 
from an accident, that will be fine. They can be- 
lieve what they want about Charlie; he wasn’t 
very popular anyway. One thing is extremely im- 
portant; you know absolutely nothing about any 
Germans. If the Government would let me do so, 
I’d tell you the whole story. As things are, we'll 
have to let the Germans vanish into thin air.” 

“I’m willing to keep quiet, Jim,” Andrews said, 
“but of course the story of the trial is going to get 
back to Cameron after a while.” 

“T doubt it. This affair, as far as I can see, is 
going to die in Government files.” 
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“So, it’s like that! Well, count on me to be mum. 
I hope whoever killed Blaine’ll get what he de- 
serves for it. Makes it tough on little Pat.” 

“They'll get what they deserve, all right—you 
needn’t worry about that. Thanks again for your 
help!” Thorne shook hands, then drove on to the 
police building. 

There he promptly handed over his prisoner 
and walked in to make his report. 

“You look better, Jim, than you did the other 

day,” the Chief Inspector said in greeting. “Now 
let’s hear all about it. Before you commence, 
though, I’d better tell you that Doc Wallace says 
that dog of yours is coming along fine.” 

Thorne’s eyes lighted. “That’s good. When I get 
through here, I’ll look him over myself,” he an- 
swered. 

When all the details of this man hunt had been 
fully discussed, Jim asked, “Did Headquarters 
get a confession of any sort?” 

“Only after a good deal of hard work. It was 
the taller fellow who broke down. His nerves must 
have been shattered by what Silver Chief did to 
him. They were slick birds, though. The thing 
that particularly interested me was where they 
got their money. You remember in that diary they 
seemed able to pay for things.” 
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Thorne nodded. 

“They broke into a store in the first town they 
reached after escaping,” the other went on, “and 
got away with everything in the cash box and 
two revolvers and cartridges, as well. There had 
already been two robberies in that town just be- 
fore they arrived, so the local police lumped them 
all together, never dreaming that the third theft 
had been committed by complete strangers. Ac- 
cordingly, Headquarters skipped this clue alto- 
gether.” 

“But that diary never mentioned lack of food, 
either,” puzzled Jim. “When did they strike their 
first real snag—in the deep snows?” 

“Right. They knew nothing about the need for 
snowshoes and actually tried to proceed in or- 
dinary footwear. At this point their confession 
became somewhat hazy. They got as far as 
Cameron River and there, when they had just 
about reached the end of their strength, the trap- 
per happened along. Only when they had prom- 
ised him most of their money would he agree to 
help. He didn’t dare to keep them around Cam- 
eron, so he took them to Blaine’s lonely cabin. 
The plan was for them to hide out until they were 
stronger, then make a break for the west coast. 
The trapper knew that you were in Cameron 
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District and he was to be paid more money for 
keeping them informed of your movements. 
When he got wind of your going to Blaine’s, he 
hurried up there. You know the rest.” 

“Which one shot Blaine?” 

“The taller. He seemed very proud of his marks- 
manship. Said he never needed but one cartridge 
to get any man.” 

“Well, he missed me, though I’ll agree it was 
much too close for comfort.” 

“Where are you going from here, Jim?” 

“Back to Cameron first, then home if you don’t 
need me. Something’s got to be arranged about 
Blaine’s little daughter.” Thorne explained his 
reasons for feeling responsible in this case, and 
added, “If I can borrow a lead dog, I’ll take my 
own Huskies back this trip. The Chief, I hope, can 
go along as passenger.” 

“That means you'll go straight home from 
Cameron, instead of coming here again?” 

Jim nodded. “If you agree.” 

“When are you starting?” 

“There’s no mad rush this time. Tomorrow 
forenoon, I suppose.” 

“Well, pick the dog you want and be sure to 
come in before you go! I want to see you again.” 
The Chief Inspector’s eyes twinkled, then he said 
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soberly, “My, Jim, I wish you were ten years 
younger again. Well, you’ve certainly earned an 
easier job than sticking to the trail.” 

Thorne looked puzzled. “Does this mean the 
Royal Mounted is really through with me?” 

» “Not entirely,” the Old Man answered, but 
refused to say anything more, and Jim took his 
departure. 

Sometimes, lately, the Chief Inspector seemed 
to be showing his years, Jim thought as he headed 
for Doctor Wallace’s quarters. Then he shrugged 
the thought off. 

As soon as he opened Doc’s door, his big, gray 
friend and companion of many a lonely hour 
tried to leap all over him, almost opening his 
nearly healed wound in the mad excitement of 
seeing his master again. Forcing him down, 
Thorne sat beside the Chief and rubbed his head 
until he had quieted. 

“We've had to force-feed him, Jim, ever since 
you left,” Wallace said. “That never has as good 
results as a normal appetite does. Still, he has 
gotten along pretty well.” 

“Think I can take him along with me to Cam- 
eron tomorrow as a passenger?” 

“T don’t see why not. He’ll continue improving 
twice as fast if he’s with you.” 
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“Well, Old Fellow,” Thorne promised, turning 
to the dog, “you can count on starting out in the 
morning.” 

After the doctor had given him medicine and 
directions for massaging the dog’s injured mus- 
cles, Jim left to attend to personal affairs. He 
wrote a long letter to his wife, telling her when 
he hoped to reach home, then renewed acquaint- 
ance with a number of old friends. 

He slept later than usual the following morn- 

ing. When his team was ready and Silver Chief 
was strapped on the sledge again, he drove over to 
see the Chief Inspector. 

To his astonishment, the Old Man looked up as 
he entered and said, “Good morning, Inspector, 
are you on your way?” 

Thorne stared for a second, then supposing 
that this had been just a slip of the tongue, re- 
plied that he was. 

“You said you wanted to see me again, sir,” 
he suggested. 

“Yes, there’s a telegram here for you to read. 
It came just a little while ago.” He pushed it over 
to Thorne. 

Jim picked up the paper, wondering if it were 
bad news from home, and glanced at the contents 
hurriedly. More slowly, he read it a second time. 
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He could not believe his eyes. The words informed 
him that his rank was now that of Inspector and 
that he had been appointed head of the Force ina 
city not far from his home. 

_ “Well, Inspector, what do you think of it?” the 
Old Man said with a chuckle in his voice. 

“T haven’t got my breath yet,” Thorne an- 
swered. “Give me a little time.” 

“You know in this service promotions come 
slowly sometimes,” the Chief Inspector re- 
marked. “You’ve deserved another for a good 
while. Ottawa gave the police authorities a push 
in your case, and I suggested the desk job. You’re 
worth too much to the Royal Mounted to slip out 
and join up with some business firm.” 

“Well, this has been my life, and I never have 
wanted to go into business, though there have 
been several good offers. Since I’d have to with- 
draw from active service soon, I’d rather have 
a position of this sort than I would anything 
else.” 

“T knew that, Jim, and while I won’t be able to 
count on you in future emergencies, I’m glad for 
you just the same.” 

Other members of the Force now came in to of- 
fer congratulations, and Thorne set off for Cam- 
eron amid a flurry of good wishes. 
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In good time he reached his destination. At the 
Post he found to his satisfaction that Mac, 
Hughes, and Pat were alone. 

After greeting them he said, “Bill, can you put 
me up for the night?” 

“Of course.” 

“Then, Danny, if you'll help me carry the Chief 
inside, we’ll make him comfortable first.” 

“Is the Chief sick, Sergeant Jim?” Pat asked 
in dismay. 

“No, something happened to a foreleg, but he’s 
getting along fine now.” 

Silver Chief was carried in and placed on a rug 
at one side of the store. Pat immediately settled 
herself beside the dog and stayed there petting 
him most of the day. 

That night when the little girl was asleep and 
the three men once more alone, Thorne informed 
the others of Blaine’s death. 

Mac received the news in stunned silence, but 
Hughes blurted out, “How did it happen, Ser- 
geant?” 

“He got badly hurt, Danny, and I found his 
body.” 

MacDonald said slowly, “That makes it pretty 
hard for the young one; now she has neither par- 
ent left.” 
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“Do you know whether she has any relatives 
outside, Mac?” the Mounty asked. 

“T’m afraid not, Jim. Blaine told me when his 
wife died that they were alone in the world.” 

Danny looked bleak. “If I hadn’t been such a 
danged fool an’ wasted my money, I’d have some 
now an’ I’d adopt her.” 

“Money’s only a small part of it, Danny,” Bill 
told him. ‘“‘I guess Jim’s got some ideas about her.” 

“Well,” admitted Thorne, “Blaine left a note 
asking me to see that she was looked out for, and 
I’m trying to make up my mind what’s best.” 

“T suppose two old bachelors wouldn’t make the 
wisest guardians for her,” the trader said 
thoughtfully, “otherwise I’d ask you to let Hughes 
and me have her.” 

Danny was leaning forward with excitement 
but for once he had nothing to say. 

“T don’t believe she’ll find anyone to think more 
of her than you two do. If you really want the 
responsibility, I’ve a proposition. Frances wrote 
me months ago to bring the child home if Blaine 
agreed. I wouldn’t hear of that, at the time, and 
now I know Blaine wouldn’t have either. He was 
more interested in Pat than we knew. In his note 
he insisted that his claim was valuable and the 
child must benefit from it. If you two could ar- 
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range to have that looked after, and worked if 
it’s worth anything, that would take care of the 
first problem.” 

“All right, consider it scratched off,” Mac of- 
fered. “Danny and I'll take over there. If it’s good, 
we'll pay somebody to do the work and once in 
a while we can go supervise. What’s next?” 

“She’s got to have the schooling and com- 
panions her mother wanted for her.” 

“But she can’t get them here,” Danny replied 
unhappily. 

“No; there’s where Frances and I come in. If 
you two want to adopt her legally, she can live 
with us in the school year and come home to you 
in the summers.” 

Danny’s eyes were shining. “And she’d really 
be ours then?” 

He got up suddenly, strode quickly over to the 
stove, and stuffed it full of wood with unusual 
vigor. 

“Since you’ve your own family to look out for, 
Jim,” Mac broke in, “we’ll pay her expenses. I’ve 
got something salted down, you know, and I’d 
rather spend it this way than any other. If you 
and your wife are willing to have the respon- 
sibility of another young one in your home, you'll 
be doing more than your share.” 
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For another hour they continued to discuss the 
matter in detail. Silver Chief lay on the rug where 
his master had ordered him to stay and watched 
the men between dozes. The injury no longer 
pained him, but he was still weak and quite con- 
tent to lie still. So long as he could see Thorne and 
listen to his voice, the dog was at peace. 

The next morning after breakfast, Jim took 
Pat off by herself and asked, “Young lady, how 
would you like to go to my home for a visit?” 

The child looked up at him. “Would the Chief 
go along?” she wanted to know. 

Thorne smiled. “Yes, indeed. I wouldn’t dare to 
go home without him.” 

“Will we get back before my father comes?” 

Thorne smoothed her hair. “Pat, your father 
has gone away and I’m afraid he won’t be back.” 

“You mean like my mother?” 

“Yes, so Uncle Mac and Uncle Danie and I 
want you to be our little girl.” 

Pat said nothing. She seemed to be trying hard 
to understand all of this strange news. 

To distract her attention Jim said, “If you'll get 
your things together I think we'll start on our 
trip this morning.” 

“But what about Uncle Danny and Uncle 
Mac?” 
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“You'll come back here to see them later on. 
Come on now, like a good girl, and get ready.” 

By noon the party was ready to start. Pat and 
the Chief were warmly and comfortably settled 
on the sledge. 

Saying good-by to the two men, the Mounty 
promised, “T’ll drop you a line from the railroad 
center, if I have time after shipping the Huskies 
back to Aklavik and getting the Chief settled in 
the baggage car on our train.” 

“TI suppose your address hasn’t changed,” Mac 
said. 

“Not for a time at least,” was the reply. “You'd 
better direct it, ‘Inspector,’ instead of ‘Sergeant,’ 
though.” 

Both men showed their surprise. “And here I’ve 
been calling you ‘Sergeant’ ever since you came 
in yesterday,” Danny exclaimed. “Why didn’t you 
tell us?” 

“Congratulations, Inspector!” added the 
trader. “If anybody was ever due a promotion, — 
you were, Jim.” 

Flushing, Thorne smiled in appreciation. With- 
out further comment he stepped on the runners 
and waved a farewell. Behind him the two men 
stood on the steps of the Trading Post and 
watched with deep concern while the sledge car- 
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rying Pat Blaine toward a new life disappeared 
gradually from view. 

Responding to their master’s commands, the 
team of Huskies raced across the plain. As the 
winter wore on and the year neared springtime, 
the hours of light increased in number and power. 
Today the gray mist seemed to glint with the 
hidden promise of brighter days to come. 

For Jim Thorne the weather this noontide 
seemed to symbolize his own feelings about the 
future. His promotion from Sergeant to Inspec- 
tor had come as a deep surprise. At once it had 
put an end to the torment of making a decision 
about the rest of his career. As head of the Force 
in the city to which he had been assigned, he 
would continue with the Royal Mounted. There 
would be times, no doubt, when the lure of the 
deep snows would call to him, and the thought 
of running beside a dog team would make the 
blood hammer in his ears. Such moments would 
pass, though, and he would be satisfied to share 
in spirit the danger and thrill of the jobs he as- 
signed his men. And, for the first time since he 
joined the Force, he would have the chance to 
enjoy his home and the companionship of his wife 
and child. 

Glancing down at the two occupants of the 
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sledge, Jim wondered what was passing through 
Pat Blaine’s young mind. Except for moments of 
interest in the trail ahead, the child’s attention 
was centered in the dog strapped at her feet. 
It was almost as if, in the midst of changes, Pat 
found Silver Chief the firmest, steadiest thing in 
her world. 

From time to time the Chief eyed little Pat 
protectingly, but for the most part his deep, lov- 
_ ing gaze settled on Thorne. Why his master was 
making him ride the sledge again while a strange 
Husky led the team was more than the great wolf- 
dog could understand. Something was wrong 
with one of his legs, but even so, given the chance, 
he would soon make the stranger realize who was 
the real leader of this team. Aside from this mat- 
ter, nothing troubled his magnificent head. 

Silver Chief had no way of knowing that the 
rest of his life would be spent in the security of 
his master’s home. There, thought and affection 
would be lavished on him. Even if he had under- 
stood that the days of the long treks were over, 
he would not have cared. He was concerned with 
one thing only—to be with the man who was driv- 
ing this team. For the sake of Jim Thorne’s com- 
panionship, the dog would willingly endure hun- 
ger, hardship, suffering, and death. Separation 
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from his master was the only thing he feared. At 
present they were together, and that was enough. 
Under the straps he wriggled to stretch his great 
gray body, then bent his muzzle forward to lick 
at the wound in his chest. When this had been 
done to his satisfaction, he closed his eyes, after 
another glance at Thorne, and relaxed in com- 
plete contentment. 
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